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Things good, Things bad, Things middling, when 


jr you look, 
Tuou'll find to conſtitute, my Friends, This Book. 
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i" RRICK, Eſq; 
Deputy Lieutenant, Juſtice of the Peace, and 


ain of the Militia for the County of 


dis. AM. 17 1 
* * 1 
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<T is ſome few Years ſince, I was ſo 
fortunate as to come acquainted with 


you, but the Commencement I ever 


CER 


| fhall gratefully remember, as long as I live. *| 
Then you was only a private Gentleman, and | 


beſt! DEDICATION. 
tho' you had not the ſame Power of WIR 9 gra- 


cious as you now have, che ſame noble Diſpo- 
ſition ever appear d in you, the Effect of which 
l even then was very ſenſible of; and now, Sir, 
as you juſtly ſhare in the Honours of your 
Country, and enjoy ſome of its publick Offices, 
I can but here publickly thank you for the 
many tender Inſtances J have receiv d of your 
Friendſhip, and as my Acknowledgement is 
ſincere, 1 hope you will accept it. 
whe ſhall not here, in the Manner off 'begging 
Dedications, draw up a fulſome I aventory of 
your Excellencies, no, I ſcorn it, and I know 
you would ne, for lack a Proſtitution : But as I 
write to a Man, I'mdetermin'd towritelike one, 
for if theſe Excellencies which make up a God 
Man, are notalſo tobe found in your Life, it will 
be of no Service to ſee them here; nay this very 
epiſtolary Addreſs wou d loſe its N ame, and be- 
come a Satyr: yet without F lattery I may ſay, 


DB DIGA\T HON, 
| & \ 


that I am pleas d wich your good F ok UN E,; and 
the! he. never rind d at my Door, I. m glad ſhe 
| 15 ay, I can now more chan 
half for give tyre 5 the Neglect; yet t think by 
her calling in at your pleaſant Seat, we ſhall 
loſe two Proverbs by the Bargain, of great 
Antiquity : It will be no more faid that ſhe 
is blind, or a - Pateoneſs of the Weak: Yet, 
Sir, Riches and Honours have their Inconveni- 
encies, for tis the Succeſsful i in particular, that 
are plagued with Addreſſes of this Kind, which 
the many are ſure to eſcape, but ou can not; 
nor is this the only Time you will be alles 


upon on the like Occaſion. 


—— - $4 quid: bobent veri vatum preſagia. | 


171 have any Foreſight, any Knowledge, of 
* will happen, and tho' this be the common 
Taxof Superiority, yet the pleaſing Complements 


you muſt receive from your Friends, ö 
A 2 
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happy Elevation, miſt in ſome Meaſure coun” 


 ter-ballance your Trouble. Among the many, 


no Man, J imagine, has ſo much Reaſon to be 
pleaſed as I, That your Dignities may in- 


creaſe, and that you may, in the Words of 
the Prince of Poets, e 


Long bear: your 22 H onours tick apo on, 


1. zhe mf ardent Wi ſb of _ 1 
= Sc our devoted Friend, N 

j 

And bumble Servant, 79 


Sur e wi. 


pew H AT Man 1s not | born, FO has a more 


r humble Opinion of theſe Sheets than J have. 


D550 Perhaps you will ſay then, why do they come 
abroad. I anſwer they were liked by my Friends; 
were repeated to them, in our joyous Hours; who, in 
the Fullneſs of their Hearts, infifted on it, that I ſhould 


print them by Subſcription ; and that they would ſhew 
ne in * Behalf moſt ear. 
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I could not withſtand their Sollicitations, I promiſed, | 


and kept my Word; and they, to their e and 
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my abner i . eh kept their's 8. 1 


matters little to ſay, that the World is crowded with 


Volumes of this Kind, and much ſuperior to theſe 
Fragments of mine. I freely own it. But it may not 


always be pleaſing to dine upon high Meals and made 


Diſhes; no, ſometimes a Bit in a poor Cottage, may 
have the happier Reliſh. How often is it, that the 
ſame delicate Ear that can be charm'd with the inimi- 
table Strains of a PIN To, or a MARTIN, can, in his 
Turn, be pleas d with the Twangdillows of poor Crow- 
dero in a Country Fair: For the Meanneſs of the Per- 
formance does not always make the Artiſt ridiculous, 
but when he attempts Things out of his Power. That 


is, when he drops his CRowp, and fooliſhly takes up t the 
firſt Fiddle: Non omnibus cunto. I do this only to divert 


my particular Friends, and if they are pleas'd, lam hap- 
'PY my End is well anſwer d: However, as MART IAI 
Tays, perhaps there may be ſome 2 good J. pingsamongſt them: 
and ſome modern Writers may keep, me as it. were 
in Eountenance; for as Horace ſays, Quoddam eſt pro- 
dire tenus, ft non datur ultra. And SHAKESPEAR, 
greatly to my Comfort, obſerves, that, Nor to be the 
100 of all, flands in ſome Degree of Praiſe. For I ne- 
ver dreamt of aſſuming the Reputation of a Poet, tho 
from my Madrigal and humble FOR, ay honeſt, and 
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affeRtion ate nn in n have kindly given 

me that Title; yet with Humility and Gratitude I de- 
cline the Honour, nor ſtick one Sprig. of Bays i in my 
Hair, upon this Performance, but ſay to chem, as Ly 
A did to his Brother Shepherds in V1iRGIL. $71 


nn quog; ditunt | 
Vatem n paſtes, ſed non 40 credulus . 


But! queſtion not but ſome ber, illnatür d Critick will 
ſay, that my Vanity to be thought an Author, has in- 
duced me to come upon the Publick Stage of Life. 

And that the World would do me juſtice, ſhould they 
treat me as the Greeks did the poor Wretch who, with- 
out knowing how ill he was qualified, preſented him- 
ſelf upon the Stage of Athens ; but'I hope I ſhall obvi- 
ate his Illnature, by a T ranſlation of the Fable, and 


clear 10 . "he" intruded; but 1 am o puſty' on by 
CCC 


CROWDERO, gy in his hin. 
With Head aſide, to Country Fairs . 
And Wakes, ſtill travell d up and down, 
haut never came anigh a Town, 
So heard no Fiddle but his own. 
The Swains were only bis Delight, 
Who to his Viol danc'd the Night; 


5 468. 


18 And, to divert the rutal 'Throng, 
ns | He to his Strings could add a Sohg. + | 
3 This made His Name, and Wehen riſe, 
| 1 Por the Louis prais d bim, to the Skies. 
2 Þ Their Praiſes turn Crowdero's Head, 
E Who by Ambition blindly led 
Diſdains the Audience, which, too FR 


Ip 
| ls Had made him rich, and made him great. 
4 | Flate, to Athens now, he SOES, 
. 5 5 Athens, the Source of all his Woes. | 
Fil OT _ Unhappy that he ever . 
sf be El * 5 Chaſe « of Ne or of Fame. © 

i + 4 15 


Full of Himſelf the e cries, 7 
"36 Strains you'll hear, with vaſt Surpriſe: 
\ . Here's Oxenxus, with his Maidens nine, 
1 You' Il find it new, and quite as fine. 
Bat oh! he ill abides theſe Vaunts, 
Unheard he crowds, unheard he chaunts, "of 
The Stage too ſpacious far he found, 
He ftrain'd in vain, for all was drown'd : 
Too late he wiſh'd he ever came 
| In Chaſe of- Fortune or of Fame. 
Orurſes the Day that he prefum'd, . 
And nn. quits the 8 deptum'd ; 
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Yet half his Word he kept, tis true, ts 
If not quite fine, it was quite Ve 1 Ahts 


Now ift is objectedto the' Fatal Debts; 6, The - 
1 Fuuurite, that it wants Delicacy, pray let it be 
pleaded in my Behalf, that Horace, who lived in the 
happy, arid polite Reign of Augihtus, hes the Court of 
Roms was in its Ee e Glory, and the Belle - Letters 
carried to the higheſt Refinement; I ſay, when that 
Noble Poet, and juſt Critick wrote (who has deliver'd 
down to us the beſt Rules for Writing) has given us a 
Dream much more exceptionable than mine; when 

that is remember ' d, 1 W the Teeming Faults of mine 
will be We 


But, more * FEY FRY 1 _ date your 
Pardon whilſt I make one: Apology here, and that is, for 
the ſatirical Tale of the Tennis Court, wrote in humble 
Imitation of Mr. OI DAR. This Gentleman Ss Sa. 
tyrs, notwithſtanding his Verſe, ſeems unpoliſh' d, and 
his Cadence unmuſical, yet he will be read by Judges, 
whilſt Wit and good Senſe ſhall have their Favourers.— 
The great Mr. DayDEM, who wanted neither, had a 
very exalted Opinion of his manly and ſtrong Methog 
of Writing; and upon his Death wrote an Elegy in the 

moſt tender Manner. And, 
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e Happy the Poet, bleſs'd. the 1 . 
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Now ſit down. good-naturedly, to the little: Repaſt 1 
have proyided, and if there is any thing that is relifhable, - 
I-ſhall 1 be pleaſed ; z if not, 1 ſhall naturally conclude, 
that either Jou bave a bad Palate, or that I am a very 
: EN on 
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[ISCELLANIES 


* 2 
PROSE AND VERSE. 


To Mr. W 1L L 1 8,% 
05 his furprifing Command of Haxy, and FAIR Warrino, 


Y Re» bi. 4 uivis | . 
Speret idem ; 3 fade * W wes 
Auſus idem. 


ny; e with the Troths a and Frecdon of 


| thy Pen, & 


as Pb. ts + 


Thy Eaſe, thy. Badens! in every Line, | 
Make me deſpair of painting it in mine: 
The 8 Taſk I will attempt no more, 


And whos I can't re give fairly 0 er, 
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And yet all this ſeems done with ſo.much „ 
Each Coxcomb ſays, he'll beat it when he n, 1 
But oh in vain they think the ſame to do.. 4 
They hope, they ſtrive, they ſwear, —they mils it tho, . 
Fruitleſs they with the ſame Succeſs to gain, 
They'll find their Labour and their Hopes are vain. 

Not but ſome other Maſters of the Quill, . 
Have to our former Ages ſhewn their Skill; 
Snell, Clarke, and Champion, may the Bays aſſume, 


But Milli, ſomething more ſhould grace thy Plume! 

With Elegance their happy Lines they dreſs' d;, 

| That Elegance has Bickbam well expreſs'd. RT TT Og 
But here he'll laviſh all that Skill of his 

And make himſelf immortal | in each F yr. 


Dear Si, 


Have ſo happy a n that 1 forget Rog but In- 
I juries, but. the Favour of my F riends I have in everlaſt- 
ing Remembrance : As for Inſtance, about four and twenty 
Years ago, I became Bail for an Acquaintance, in an 1 heavy 
Sum; but that, and the Coſt, I was obliged to pay. Surely 
this was unwarily done by me, and I am afraid, you will 
laughingly ſay, unwictingly. too. 1 acknowledge *; for 
this ſo reduced my Finantes, chat Thad: not a ſingle Shifting 
for myſelf or my Child: No Silver in my Pocket, but 
that of a large — ſtruck at * of King 


, ! 
% 


5 e 
William and. Queen Mary; this the Silver-Smith weigh'd, 
but would give no more than four Shillings for it. The 
principal Figures, which were finely reliev'd, appear'd bold 
and beautiful. It vex'd me to part with it at ſo poor a 
Price ; with the following Verſes I ſent it you, my quondam 
School-fellow and my preſent Friend; you ſhew'd both to 
| your Father, who generouſly, and chymically, turn'd my Sil- 
ver into Gold, by ſending me, in the Place of it, a Portugal 
Piece of the ſame Dimenſions, and the kind Hand that holds 
this Letter, gave it to me in the College- Green. Perhaps you 
may forget this with other good-natur'd Things which you 
have done, but I never ſhall, as I have obſerv'd above: For 
tho two Dozen Years have interven'd, and I had no foul. 
Copy, I am ſenfible that the Tranſcript from my Brain is juſt. 
Now, Sir, if you approve of this, as it were, extempore Per- 
formance unalter'd, it ſhall have a Place in my Miſcellanies, 
otherwiſe, it ſhall never be tranſcrib'd 7 89D, by 1 the Hand of 
your humble Servant. 


THY Elegy I william 1 
No longer thou muſt he my King, 
No more with Pleaſure view thy Head, 
But truck thy Silver Hairs for Bread. 

Thy Regal Pomp, thy ſhining Shew 
Inſults my Want, derides my Woez 
What though here ſmiles the 2:5 * 
Tho' Biſhops ſwell the other Side; 
Believe me, Sir, not all the three: 
Will dine my Child, or breakfaſt m me, 
1 8 


"471 
Unleſs by Mangel * curious Scale, 
I offer all the three to Sale. 3 
Then muſt this Medal take its Lot, 
In common in the Melting Pot? 
And he that once adorn'd the Crown, 2 
May deck the Heel of Knave or Clown, 
In Pity then to England's King, 
Don't ſuffer, Cr-nf-:1d, ſuch a Thing; 
At your on Price the Medal take, 
Redeem it for brave William's Sake: 
Then hence it juſtly ſhall be ſaid, 
| "FO you, 1 fav d great Wan 8 Head, 


On a ; Jonny © D O 6, named Dox. . 


\OME Muſes, if you love the Glade, 8 
Where fearful Hares their Forms have made; 5 
Oe if ye like the Woodland Groves, oth 
Whoſe deep Retreat the Pheaſant loves 
Or court the Woodcook's bubbling Spring, 
Come teach a Voice untun'd to ſing, 1 TAN. 
To give departed Don his Due, © © 
Who lov'd theſe Haunts as well as you. me 
If Beauty could delight your Eye, 
One handſomer could never dia 
If to fine Parts you Praiſes give. 
One more ſagacious ne er did live. en 


13 

Ah what avails to. take the Gun, n 
And toil the Day now thou art gone! 

The Hare now lays atide her Fears, 

Erect no more her liſt'ning Ears 

The numerous ſounding Covey now, 

Lie ſilent and unmov'd as thou! 

The Cock unmark'd now roves at large, 
Nor fears ſly *Crego's fatal Charge; 

The Pheaſants too unſprung remain, f 
Whilſt Hunters beat the Woods in vain ; 
The Coot and Moor-hen ſhew their Head, 
And dive no more, for Don is dead 3 
Becauſe that thou art under Ground, 

No more they're under Water found. 

Ve Swains around his Grave reſort, ' | 
And mourn poor Don, who ſhew'd you Sport. 
Ye Cits ! that level Guns in vain, 

Tho ſcoff*d, by the unnerring Swain, | 
Lament poor Don, who ſprung your Game, 
T was not his Fault you miſs'd your Aim. 
But chiefly thou whoſe fatal Hand, 

Of Birds does ſweep our plenteous Land ; 
Whoſe Tube no Fowl could ever ſhun, 

Nor is Death ſurer than thy Gun, +8 
Awhile thy buſy Books forego, 

In grateful Sighs expreſs thy Woe, 

Nor bluſh to drop a Sportſman's Tear, 

O'er Don, thy faithful Don, that's here. 


A Gentleman of Cutw-Macna, who ſhot very well. 
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MOCHA ORR Ke | 
To Mrs. MARY COLLINS. 


My Dear Davenriz-m-Law, 


OTWITHSTANDING I have dedicated this Volume : 
in general to my kindeſt and moſt worthy Friend, yet 
with this Abſtract of the poor Queen, I pleaſing addreſs 
you, as I have heard you, with Judgment and Impartiality, 
pity her Majeſty in Miſery: And as Ow Piece or Miniature 
was drawn at your Oye may yo accept OATS. . 


| Ad Mariam Illuftrifimam Scotorutn regten. a 7 


Georgii Buchanani Epigramma. 


NYMPH A, Caltdonie que nunc  feliciter ore. 
| Miſſa per innumeros Sceptra tueris avs : 

Quæ Sortem antevenis meritis, virtutibus annos, 

 Sexum animis, morum nobilitate genus: 

Accipe (ſed facilis) cultu donata Latino 
Carmina, fatidici nobile regis opus. 

Ila quidem, Cyrrha procul & Permeſſide hmyha, 
Pæne ſub Arftoi fidere nata poli : 

Non tamen auſus eram male natum exponere fatum 
Ne mihi diſpliceant, que placuere tibi. 

Nam quod ab ingenio domini ſperùre nequibant, . 
Debebunt genio forſitan illa tuo. 


' ACCEPT illuſtrious Queen your Poets Lay, 4? 
And with one grateful Smile his Toils o'erpay. 


Thou who ſo greatly art defcended down 
From earlieſt Anceſtors to Scotia's Crown; 
Whoſe Merit does thy noble Birth outſhine, 
Whoſe Virtues far excel thoſe Years of thine, 
Whoſe daring Soul, whoſe Nobleneſs of Mind, 
I all thy Sex, will ne'er an Equal find. 
Hear Royal Maid! Oh liſten whilſt I fing 
In Latian Odes, the Song of Judab's King: 
Tho! far from Helicon's, thy Poet's Stream 
In Northern Snows, I dare the awful Theme. 
I muſt ſucceed, if my good Queen approves, 
Ell execute with Fire what Mary loves; 
Tho' low, tho':mean, my native Genius be, 
'Tis great, tis daring, when inſpir'd by thee. 


Tus ſung Buchanan, the great, the impious Poet of the 
Scotch, a moſt ſurpriſing Genius, remarkable (and will be 
to all Ages remarkable) for his Learning, his Wit, and his 
Ingratitude; who after he had faid theſe fine Things to his 
Queen, in her Proſpericy, not only forſook her in her Ad- 

verſity, but by his poiſonous Writings, inflam'd his infatu- 
ated Countrymen, againſt his Sovereign whilſt living, and 
by his moſt infamous Hiſtory, blaſphemed her unblemiſh'd 
Honour, when dead. Alas! poor Roſe of Yarrow! that 
ſo fair a Queen ſhould have ſo foul an Herald! how melan- 
choly is the Remembrance that a Princeſs, admir'd for the 
- Qualities of her Mind, and ador'd for the Beauty of her Per- 
ſon, ſhould be ignominiouſly executed on a Scaffold, for an 
incorroborated Charge of Treaſon, when ſhe ought to have 
fat on the Brizzh Throne! this was the fatal End of Mary 


— CC EIS . Ae, ans, Be nar — ja nn <tr Bate BH) ou ee — — | 
1 N p 
od * 
/ 


Evidence, and murder'd without Prot, nad 


* 
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Steward, who was ſo handſome, that it has been well ob⸗ 


ſerved even to this Day, among her Countrymen, that the 


Name of Mary, was only another Name for Beauty. But 
this wicked Wretch George Buchanan, was an abject Creature 
of the Earl of Murray's; (the unhappy Queen” 8 profeſs'd Ene- 
my) but ſuch a Writer, ſo mercenary and fo mercileſs, thar , 
the States of Scotland, juſtly condemned his Works, and or- 
der'd them to be burnt, as the learned Camden, an r Honeſt 


Hiſtorian, very well obſerves © 


When her Son who was afterwards King James 5 Firſt, 
implor'd Mercy for his Mother, her cruel Couſin Elizabeth, 


told Pompone de Believre, who ſolicited, but, vainly ſolicited, 
her Life in the Behalf of France, That as the Heavens did 


« not contain two Suns, ſo neither could England endure two 
“ Queens, or two Religions.” This excellent Princeſs, was 
the moſt fortunate at one Time, and the moſt miſerable. at 
another. She was born as it were Phoenix-like from the 


Funeral of her Father, died in the forty-ſixth Year. of. her 


Age, eighteen "Years of which ſhe-had been a Priſoner in 


England: When ſhe was an Infant, ſhe was an Exile; the 


was a Wife without Joy, a Widow without Liberty, a Queen 
without Power, a Priſoner without Gvilts: accuſed Fichous 


Poor Royal Scot, thy Merit was thy Crime, 
Thou Pallas, and thou Venus of thy Ti ime, bt vio 
Unhappy Time, tho? ſev'n ſcore years are fetdy: i 251:.64uf) 
Since the fell Axe depri vd thee of thy Head; | 
My mournful Muſe, ſhall ſhed a pitying Tear: one 
And with unfeigned Sorrows, bathe thy Bier. 


Herz I was about to fniſh the fad H iſtory, but a Letter 
- accidentally lying before me amidſt many looſe Papers, as it 


eontributes to her Honour, tho* wrote to you more than 
five Years ago, I ſhall here give it Place, 


' Dear MorLLy, 


CHATSWORTH is the fine Seat of the Duke of De- 
© vonſhire, deſervedly tiled, one of the Wonders of the 
Peak, tis happily ſituated on the Eaſt of the River Derwent, 
about twenty Miles North of Derby, and fully atones for all 
the dreary Regions, lying round it. Twas here that un- 
- fortunate Princeſs, Mary Queen of Scots, was detained Pri- 
ſoner, 'almoſt nineteen Years ; and, tho' the Houſe has been 
lately rebuilt, there is an Apartment ſtill honour'd by her 
Name. Hard by are Buxton Baths, whoſe Waters are pal- 
atable, as well as falutary ; theſe the unhappy royal Cap- 
tive frequently viſited, and coming away, cut with a Dia- 
mond on a Pane'of Glaſs, the following prophetic Diſtich, 


 Buxtona que calide celebrabere nomine Lymphe, 
Forte mibi poſthac non adeunda, Vale. 


Buxton, whoſe Fame thy Baths for ever tell, 
Whom I perhaps, ſhall ſee no more, farewel. 


Tux polite Count 7. allard, Who was a Priſoner of War 
here for ſome Years, on his leaving Chatſworth, told his no- 
ble Hoſt, When I return into my own Country again, and 


reckon up the Days of my Captivity, I ſhall leave out thoſe 
that were ſpent at Chatſworth, 


7 


Tur following 1 was written ah the ſame unhappy 
1 Mary, Queen: of Scots, and ſent to her faithleſs Couſin Eli. 

2abeth, Queen, of | England, with a s Damen. cut in 4 
Form of a Heart. 


Nod te jampridem 6 ruitur, videt & amat 1 
Hæc pignus Cordis gemma, & Imago mci . 
Non eſt candidior, non ft hec purior illo _ 


Qyamvis dura magis, non mage , Arma ramen. 


This Gem behold, the Emblem of my Heat, 

Whence my dear Couſin's Image ne'er 2255 part: 

Clear is its Luſtre, ſpotleſs does it nine, 

As clear, as ſpotleſs is this Heart of mine: 
Harder indeed is this fair Stone en 
But firmer's that it repreſents to thee. | 


Theſe Fragments Molly, wrote. with Eaſe, 
Though they're not fine, I know will pleaſe, 
What pleaſe a Judge, with Verſe not fine? ; 
will pleaſe my Maid, becauſe ris mine. n 
Then let the ſnarling Critic ſa ,,, 

He'll write ten thouſand ſuch a Day:; 
If Molly writes but back one Line, 
Approving theſe laſt Lays of mine, 
Critics avaunt ! Pm ſwear they re fine. 
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A Modern Encouragement 1 10 Le. ARNING. 


Nil conflabit patri minus quam Has. 


A * AL E, in In ITAT on of Diogenes Talus | 


O M CL O D, a Yeoman ofthe Weſt, 7 

In various Circumſtances bleſt? 
No Mildew ever touch'd his Wheat, 
His Orchard blew as white as Sheet; 
Nor did his Oats or Barley fail, 


And his milch'd Cos o'erflow'd. the bal, A oe 


With fourſcore Acres of good Ground, 
As any lay for ten Miles round: 
Add to theſe Comforts of his Life, 
Tom, had a ſpecial ſtirring Wife, 
But peaceable, beyond the common, 


A cleanly, comely, courteous Woman,. 


Who bleſs'd his Bed with Children twain; 
This Growth of Stock Tem thought no Gain. 
A grumbling, growling, greedy Elf, 
Begrudg'd what went beſides himſelf, 
Oft wiſh'd the little Brats were dead, 5 
Lord, what they coſt in Clothes and Bread! 1 

So, never added that of School, ay, | | 

No, Thomas ſure was no ſuch Fool: 
Yet, in another Kind of Way, 


Thought Te eachers might deſerye their ] Pay 
C2 5 


ES 


But it mult be of Beaſts, not Men, 

Whoſe Learning he might ſell again: 

Primmer, for this made Sorrel leap, 

And Crego,* taught his Dog to creep; 

Whilſt his poor Son, untaught, untrain'd, 
In native Ignorance remain'd ; 

Till Hefter; wiſer than her Man, ; 

Thus heavily her Plaint began, 

« Lord, Thomas, do but think of Ned, 

We uſe him ill, when all is ſaid ; 

„Full nineteen Years the Boy's been born, 

<« Yet never through his Book of Horn; 

„ Don't breed him Huſband quite a F ool, 

In Pity, put the Boy to School; 

„A learned Man is Maſter Fbite, 

4+ He'll ſoon teach Ned to Read and Write,” 
The Man conſents, ſo ſaid, ſo done, 5 

To Maſter White's he takes his Son, 

Here doff'd his Hat, and dug his Head, 
Then cries, at laſt,” © I've brought you Ned 

« And what d'ye think on't Maſter White, 
„ Dyye think he'll learn to read and write, 
| To cypher, and to meaſure Land, | 
| 3 « And tell, when aſk'd, how much, nigh Hand, 
Y Our Veſſels hold, and this by Rule? 5 
=_ Hold up thy Head, the Boy's no F ool, HR 19930. ee, 
And tho he is but bare nineteen, | . $1 
« Why, Sir, no Razor is ſo keen.” g 


3 G who keep 3 Schools for thoſe Kind of Animals 


TH! 

Then pats the Ni on his Crown; 

With <* Neddy, why doſt look ſo down? 
But Maſter bite, your loweſt Price, 
Lou know I hate to make a Noiſe; _ 

_ « Amongſt we underſtanding TT 
„One Word will do as well as Ten.“ 

« Ten Pounds I'll have, quoth Maſter John, 

« For leſs I'll not inſtruct your Son z. 

ce Ten Pounds and I ſhall earn it too, 5 1 gps. 
Why, Farmer, why doſt look ſo blue 1 
« Ten Pounds, why, Zounds, you do but jeſt. 
« Ten Pounds, ——*twill buy a Yoke of Beaſts. The 
« Buy two more Beaſts, wiſe - Sir, fays he, 5 

" Then, Maſter Cled, you'll find you've Taxes.” 


SUSHSHSHSHSHSNSHOKSHAHAHSHS 


The Two Cotta Cui 0 WN 8 . | 


(From the IS) 
Or, The Account balanc d. 


RoBER ERT met Richard by the Way, 
Who had been abſent many a Day; 


Quoth Robert, Richard how „ 
(Obſerving Dick look'd main and blue) 
Since laſt we met, are Matters varyd? 
Oh wonderful! Why Bob Pm . 
This is good News, Bob, laughing, 22 87 'd; Attn 
Not quite ſo good, poor Dick __ 


 - 
why, what's the Matter! * Won' tit 60 Xt” 
No, no, my Wife's a very Shrew. © 
That's bad. —But not beyond all Brande, Foy e 
With her I had Two Hundrel Pounds.” OS OTIS WG-1 
That's well again.—No, Faith quorh Dick, eee 
(As leaning on his crooked Stick) OOH THEO Aike 
I dealt in Sheep that had the Rot, 8 
And every Ewe is gone to Pot. 
That's worſe again, quoth honeft Bob, 5 . 
Your Sheep 1 turn'd out an ugly Job. SH PORTS TY 
Nay, not ſo ugly, to the „ . 


T made my Money of the Wool.” 1 99 | 5 

That's well | again, Tb wtf willy 3 ON. e eee 5 
F ẽor what1 r 

I beug ht a Cottage, which Was. bur 4. rr I ITN 

Thy Tables now are ſadly turn'd. 5 . 


Hold, not ;ſe ſadly, in iat Frs 
Did my poor peaceſul Wife "ona 


Faul najora nan; Bs ITN 
Or, The Pars ON. made J $ *1e * of the Pract 2. 2 


RRE T, a Parſon of Berau, 1 

Who thrice a Day patral'd in Tarps F 
The Coffee-Houſes Dap and Night, 1 1 
He haunted like a very Wins 1 wat 4560110 W e Ar 


(143) 


St. James's never miſs'd his Fs. 
And the Gazette was Propheſy z; 
| Theſe Saturdays he read from Mondays, 15 

And preach'd from them at Sn on 2 4 

Lean was this Doctor as a Reed, 
Ay, and as hollow too indeed; 

Yet for the Court he ſeemꝰ'd ſo zealous, 775 

That Stateſmen ſwore he had no Fellows, 
Ind to reward this Zeal of. his, 43 
They made him Juſtice of the Peace. 

4 Parſon no more, his Worſhip no-, 
And Jobn muſt lengthen out his Bow. 
John Poſtcript was lean Ferret's Clerk, 

A plump, a droll, a waggiſh Spark, 
A merry Man as ever ſpoke, _ 
And as his Heart he lov'd a Joke... 
Yet on Occaſion, John could 22 

As ſolemn as the dulleſt He: 

To him, thus Ferret, John Iye Ed, 
What, Sir, quoth he, and bowing low, 
That I'm a Juſtice made? Tis true 
I heard from a malignant Blue, 

With many a Jacobitiſ Curſe, 

Your Worſhip had a DEDIMus. 
Long may your Worſhip live, adds Jahn, 
Till old Time's lame with ambling on, 
Then hardly may your Worſhip die, 

And late, quite late, aſcend the Sky. 
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Why, what's the Matter b Won't it 00 7 
No, no, my Wife's a very Shrew.” 5 
That's bad. But not beyond all Bande, 
With her I had Two Hundred Pounds.” . 
That's well again. — No, Faith quoth Dirk, OT , E.. 
(As leaning on his crooked Stick) 
I dealt in Sheep that had the Rot, 

And every Ewe is gone to Pot. 

That's worſe again, quoth honeft Bob, * . 
Your Sheep turn'd out an r 
Nay, not ſo ugly, to the * 0 F 
J made my Money of the Wool.” 2 ore ety 
That's well | again, Tr: roth wt wal rota nas e heath 
For what I did-my' 'Bleeces fel! ee Toa bt eff gle | 
I bought a Cottage, which was burn de . ä 
Thy Tables now are ſadly turn d. 

Held, not :ſe fadly, in thai Firnnaga oo 
Did my poor peaceful Mit expire. 
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Paulo najora conan: IF 3 * ; m4 £ 
Or, The Parson, made Tus ce ol the Punch,” 4 


FERRET, 4 Piri e Reben 50 

Who thrice a Day patral'd . abo HO 
The Coffee- Houſes Day and _ a A book 8 a8T 
He haunted like a very Dun i e e 
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St. James's never miſs'd his Eye, 
And the Gazette was Propheſy; _' 
Theſe Saturdays he read from Mondays," 1 6 
And preach'd from them at Church on Sundays, 
Lean was this Doctor as a Reed, 
Ay, and as hollow too indeed; 
Yet for the Court he ſeem'd ſo zealous, _ 
That Statefmen ſwore he had no Fellows, 
And to reward this -Zeal of his, 
They made him Juſtice of the Peace. 
Parſon no more, his Worſhip now, 
And Jobn muſt lengthen out his Bow. 
John Poſtcript was lean Ferret's Clerk, 
A plump, a droll, a waggiſh Spark, 
A merry Man as ever ſpoke, _ 
And as his Heart he lov'd a Joke, 
Yet on Occaſion, John could be 
As ſolemn as the dulleſt He: Poe Bats 
To him, thus Ferret, Jobn d'ye know? 
What, Sir, quoth he, and bowing wy 1 
That I'm a Juſtice made ? »Tis true 
I heard from a malignant Blue, 
With many a Jacobitiſb Curſe, 
Your Worſhip had a DEDIuus. 


Long may your Worſhip live, adds Jahn, 
Till old Time's lame with ambling on, 
Then hardly may your Worſhip die, 

And late, quite late, aſcend the Sky. 


EE 


Thank ye, good John, lean Ferret n 
But Ceremony now aſide, 
Your Worſhip, let me hear no more, 
But John and Maſter as before: ende 
Yet, when we meet in Company, 7 
Your Morſbip then, again, bye ſee. 
John, you muſt know, was one of thofe, 
That had a bounteous Twang of Noſe, 
A better Clerk was never born, 
As ſound, and loud as Hunter's Horn, 


And not unlike it in his Tone, 
Vfho then could rival ſuch an one? 


This Time, John nick'd moſt wondrous ao ö 


For Jobn had thought on this Device : . 
Never will I my Maſter greet 


Till Sunday next, at Prayers we meet; 3 
Then in one Breath I'll let all know, 
How proudly Matters with him go. 

They met, they read, alternate on, 

This was by Maſter, That by Jobn, 
*Till they came to the deſtin'd Place, 
Where with a puritanic Grace, 

The Lord be with you, croak'd lean Ferret, 
Jobn twangs, And with your Ne a 5 y_-me 


. = 


M 2 Frm; ; . 54 1 | 


In that vile Hand of yours, -bow buf you again cenſure my 
writing crooked? Though my Advice has been loſt upon you in 


Proſe, I ſhall ſtrive to reclaim you by the. following Verſes , 
the Hint from Rap, that Jage Athenian. N 


CRAB, who led much aſkew, 
As you acroſs your Paper do; 'F 
Jagged, uneven, here and there, „ 
Now up, now down, now Go knows where; e 
Saw one, who ſometimes might « decline . Jil 78 : 
A little from a meaſured Line: U 


. Pertly the ſaucy She cried out 


Jack Crab; is't Lee you. crawl about! ; . 
Each Thing, but you, ſtill forward goes, F 
Lou won't ſay, you purſue your. Noſe. | e Soi da 


| Sün Eyes before did never ſee, 

So odd a Traveller as thee. 

I'm ſorry, Cuz, to ſee you go, VV!!! 

Like Milton's Light'ning to and fro, R 

Always digreſſing from the Lin f 

Like cold Aquarius watry Sign, 

Walk ſtraight, or you're no Kin of mine. 
Her Cuz, then modeſtly reply d; 

Obſerve, why don t you crawl aſide? 1 


| 
l 
' 


1 ""L 49 
Thank ye, good John, Jean Ferret N 
But Ceremony now ade 
Your Worſhip, let me hear no more, 
But Jobn and Maſter as before: 
Yet, when we meet in Company, 
Your Worſhip then, again, d'ye ſee. 
John, you muſt know, was one of thofe, 
That had a bounteous Twang of Noſe, 
A better Clerk was never born, 
As ſound, and loud as Hunter's Horn, 


And not unlike it in his Tone, 
- Who then could rival ſuch an one? 


This Time, John nick'd moſt wond'rous nice, 
For Jobn had thought on this Device: 
Never will I my Maſter greet | 
Till Sunday next, at Prayers we meet; 
Then in one Breath I'll let all know, © 


How proudly Matters with him go. 


They met, they read, alternate on, 
This was by Maſter, That by John, 
*Till they came to the deſtin'd Place, ; 
Where with a puritanic Grace, 

The Lord be with you, croak'd lean Ferret, 


Fohn twangs, And with your We orſhip* 5 Spirit, 


"i, 
AEATETERE RENE RE LENS 8 R 
In that vile Hand of jourt, * IE you again met my 


writing crooked? Though my Advice has been loſt upon you in 


Proſe, I ſhall ſtrive to reclaim you by the ee Verſes; 
the Hint from Eſop, that Jage Aubenian. F 


CRAB, wha aniGied much aſkew, 
As you acroſs your Paper do; 
Jagged, uneven, here and there, e 
Novy up, now down, now Go knows where; n n 
Saw one, who ſometimes might « decline OT” tap 
A little from a meaſured Line : 
Pertly the ſaucy She cried out : 
Jack Crab; is't thus, you. crawl about: 7 VVVß' 
, Each Thing, but you, ſtill forward goes, „ 
Lou won't ſay, you purſue your Noſe. VVV 
Sure Eyes before did never ſee, VVV 
So odd a Traveller as thee. 
I'm ſorry, Cuz, to ſee you go, | — 
Like Milton's Lightning to and fro, af 
Always digreſſing from the Line, yy 
Like cold Aquarius watry Sight, 
Walk ſtraight, or you're no Kin of mine. 
Her Cuz, then modeſtly replyd; 3 
Obſerve, why don't you crawl aſide? 


LE © 
tb; any Thing: more indirect) 
Trifling in me is this Defe& ! 


Correct yourſelf, before you ſhew 
How tis that other Folks ſhould go. 


GOO · (Mh rGrettheCrPathtotithets 
Hure happy are ane in our Avupres) 


Oh fortunatos; nimium, ſua A bona norint, wy 
Per ug er Aol 
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ROM Heſe, and from Hasche, Trojans came ctooplhg; 

To cheer the poor Engliſpmens' Hearts, that were drogping, 

Their Guns were preſented, their Swords were in Hand, 

And Woe to that Frenchman that offer'd to land 

They drank up our Beer, and they eat up our Beef, 

And deſerv'd it, no Doubt,——for ſuch /imely.Relief. 

But alas, good AtLizs! ſee how fad th' Scene's . 

With theſe footy Frenchmen in Germany ran gd, 

Where now are thoſe Swords? aye, and where are thoſe Guns? 

Each FroJan of Heſſe and of Hanover [—U—D—s, 

Why ſtood you ſo bravely in England before? 

Becauſe theſe damn'd Frenchmen were ne'er, on our Share. "Se 

Had theſe bloody Ruffians but landed : at Dover, 5 

You had curs'd th? ill Vinds that had wafted you over. 2 

The Thing is as clear as the Sun at Noon Day, | 

They that fought not at Home, had Abroad r-a-n away. 
Hence forward ye Trojans, beware how you roam; . 

For CnaRIT T, mind i. ot Home. | 


— KoHOKeHc we ue. . | 
To Mr. 11 


(Written 1 in 17 5 Ky ſoon after the Elektion een 
to ſerve in Parliament, for the City of Briſtol.) 


Vir 1 5 Loy bonefle fe fulturam puidoerſt, Faciet, etiamfi 
Iaborioſom erit, Faciet, etiamfi davinofum erit* fariet, ttiamfi 
Pier iculaſum erit. Rurſus quid turpe erit, non  fariet, etiamfs 
Pecuniam a Heret, etiamfi oluptatem, eriamſi potentiam. Hb 
 boneſto nulla re deterrebitur, ad in pica nulla Dy Mvirabirue, 


HIS is Seneca's Definition of i a '600N Mam ; and cer- 
L tainly he muſt be ſo, who dares ro Do whatſoever he 
is convinced within his own Heart, is Kir; whom ho Toils 
can affright, no Diſadvantage deter, no Dangets perſuade 
from ACTING NOBLY, When the ſtrong Allurements of Plea- 
fore, Profit, nor Power, can biaſs to do ill ; whom no Mo- 
tion can avert from the rugged Paths of Honour, po Hope 
entice to the flowery Paths of Vice : The good Man's Soul 
can't be confin'd within the mean and narrow Bounds of his 
con private Concerns; no, his Heart is diffulive and gene- 
- Tous, like the Nil x, that overthrows its Banks to enrich the 
Soil, and throw Plenty into the Country. Goodneſs diſpoſes 
Mankind to communicate Advantage to improve the World, 
and to make Power and Satisfaction more general. 


Power is the general Wiſh both of Good and 306 COA | 
they differ 18 5 much in the End and the Means. The her 
| R Tea 


20 
deſire Power to abuſe it, to indulge their Vice, to pleaſe their 
Pride, and to inſult their Neighbours. The former, to raiſe 
the Fallen, to ſtrengthen the Weak, to comfort the Wretch- 


ed, and to make Mankind happy, that 1s within the Verge 
of his Influence. The good Man has no bye Ends to ſerve, 


nothing little, contracted, or ſelf-centering about him; but 


as far as his Power will reach, is a Friend to the Human 


| Species : It was a noble Saying of Socrates, and worthy « of that 


great Philoſopher ; ; That the World was his natal City, and 
Mankind his Fellow Denizens: Happy is the Pzixcz who can 
delegate his Power to ſuch Subjetds, and Happy in ſuch Sub- 


jects will be the Application of delegated Power. Theſe and 
theſe only, are the Magiſtrates that fill the Chair. Others 


look mean, little, and paltry, in it, even like a Dwarf in a 
Giant's Cloak: If a private Man does amiſs, the Commus-. 
nity is not ſo ſtrongly affected by it, and his Fault is not ſo 
conſpicuous; but when Men in Authority fall from the Pi- 
nacle of Power, into the Lake of Diſgrace, their Plunge is 
more fatal, and the Undulation of their Infamy, (if I may 
be allowed the Expreſſion) of wider Extent. 


Man can fink much below the Dignity of human Nature, 
and diſhonour the Species he ſhould adorn; but none can 


fall fo low as thoſe whom Title and Office have placed in ſu- 


perior Stations. "Theſe ſometimes, from acting their Parts : 
ill, become inferior to the very Doss of the Chaſe, and the 
Brutes themſelves that periſh, become their Betters. This 
may be illuſtrated by a noble Wit of the laſt Century. I 
would not willingly do Injuſtice to ſo great an Author, but 


to he beſt of my Memory, theſe are his Lordſhip's Words: 


Thoſe Creatures are the wiſeſt, who attain 

By ſureſt Means the End, at which they ſtrain ; 
If therefore Fowler finds and kills a Hare, 
Better than SnaLLow fills the City Chair; 
Tho! one's a Mayor, the other but a Hound, 
Fowler in Juſtice would be wiſer found. 


How cautious, how eee then ſhould tney be who 
are ſet in Authority over us: Their Wiſh ſhould be to oblige 
the World, and to make Happineſs univerſal; to propor- 
tionate Station and Deſert, and to put Virtue in a Poſt of 
Honour; and then as to the Means, no Suggeſtions of In- 
tereſt, no Pretenſions of Neceſſity, Wer make them 55 
their Duty, and diſgrace their Offiee. 


The worthy Rulers of our City, have ever diſtinguiſhed 
themſelves on this Account ; but never more gle iouſly than 
during the Time of the laſt Election, when inſtead of inſo- 
lently threatening the dependent Burgeſſes with the Rod of 
their Power, they greatly left each Citizen to his own Choice, 
and not a Burgeſs was governed by the Predeſtination of his 


Superiors, but, in Voting, as he is, in every other Act of | 
Life, was, a free Agent, 


. 


W de er Od ker KEN KEN | 
The ATHEIST in 4 STORM. | 


EE how the ATaz15T trembles! wond'rous Change! - 
Whoſe Thoughts, were once, with Freedom us'd to range : 
No bugbear Judgment e'er diſturb'd his Reſt, 

Or fill'd with 8 Fears his Breaſt; 


1 22 
His jovial Days perpetual Pleaſures crown' d. 
And Mirth ſtill follow'd as his Hours ran round. 
Whence then this ſudden Change upon his Mind ? 
Why does he tremble at the boiſt'rous Wind? 
What ſhake at one rough Blaſt !. for Shame away 
With Doubts, which none but Coward Souls betray. 
Winds are but Atoms in Confuſion hurl'd, 
Perhaps they'll ſettle and create a World, _ 
Aye there! that Thought, that certainly muſt raife | 
His generous Fire within, and make it blaze : 
No, {till he trembles yet ſo ſtrong his Fears, 
Plead that the Wind all outward Strength 9g'erbears ; 
But that his Mind——his Mind ſhall never fail, 
Fix'd and unmov'd,——look'ſt thou then ſo pale? 
Or, have the Winds blown back the purple Stream, 
And ſtopp'd its Current thro' thy languid Frame? 
Yet if thou durſt, here fix thee, on this Shore, 
And ſee thoſe Billows riſe, and hear them roar: 
Behold yon Veſſel lab'ring in the Deep! _ 
Their Hold no more its rooted Anchors keep! 
Sport of the Winds, the undirected Sails 
Flow looſe, nor ought the Pilot's Skill avails! 
See how the Seamen toil! how they are toſs d 
On yonder hideous Rock—they ſink—they're loſt! 
Why ſhakeſt thou? Is it ſtrange | ? Then from the Flood 
Avert thine Eyes, and view yon tow'ring Wood | | 
See that proud Oak, whoſe Roots as deep below 
Toward Hell deſcends, as does its Summit grow 
To Heav'n aloft; yet what avails its Strength, 
Its ſturdy Girt proportion'd to its Length! 


N 


See how it wreſtles with the Storch in vain: 

Earth can no more its ſlacken'd Robots retain: 

Stand faſt | it totters! burſts the lab'ring Ground 
And falling ſpreads a duſty Whirlwitid round? 
Again he trembles, faints and dies away; 

And can an Ar HEIST feel ſuch fore Diſmay- { 

But hark—he groans ones riibre;- and: groaning cries, 
"Tis Arne f there doublleſs 15 4 Gop'!—=-an dies. 
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To Hos Won %. 


Dran Docron; | 


\HESE, Lines which Gratitude muſt ſend; 
My Child's Phyſietan; and my Friend; 

Are come, by Way of ſetting forth 

Our Obligations, and your Worth. 

But Man, quoth you, the Matters oy er, 

I cur'd her; and I'll hear no more. 

I practiſe not for Fees, nor Fame; 

For thouſands have I done the ſame : 

And to the ſuffering Sick is due” 

The utmoſt that my Skill can de, 

For to refle& on Things like theſe 

(Than flattering Fame or golden Fees) 

Will yield us more ſubſtantial Bliſs 

I readily acknowledge this : 

But Sir, becauſe you're 9503 and kind; 

Muſt Tongues be dumb, and Eyes be blind? 


* 


8 
I fee the daily Good you do e hue i 55 
And I've a Tongue will ſpeak it too. Me 18 5. 
Offended, if this raiſe your Spleen, _ if 
PII print it in in the Magazine: 7 
Then ſhall the ãgued Sick be brought 
From Truro, and from John O*Groat,  _ 5 
Nay, the whole Iſland round ſhall feek 7:24 
For Doctor W-LL--cap-,. of Nye, 
And make more hammering at your Gate 
Than at prime Miniſters of State: 
Therefore don't frown, nor ſtamp your Foot, 
Te yow'd to thank you, and I do't. 


, N eee * ee 


27 Doctor W.. WD. 


Y Friend and Phyſician, | 
I'm as bad as you'd wiſh one, 


My Body's much out of Repair „ 1 
And as for my Mind, | 


By this Letter you'll find, 4 
A general Chaos reigns there. | 


Dark, dark, as the Grave! 
Are the Ideas“ I have, | | | | 
But fly to my Aid, and wil follow; * 
Each Malady's routed, 
No longer I'm gouted, 
Et tu mibi magnus Apollo. 


* 


* 
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Oh curas bominiim! Quantum eſt in rebus inare. Perf. 


JO long ago lifFning in our Street; to the Walking 
Daily Advertiſer (the Bellman, ) 1 heard him after 
thee Hems, and as many-Strokes on his tinkling Cymbal, 
deliver, [ preſum'd from our ſupreme Magiſtrate, an Edict 
in a moſt ſolemn Monotony, to the following Purpoſe : hat 


whereas ſeveral ſcrupulous People had lately refuſed—the Copper 
| Coinage—of King WiLLiam—this was therefore — to acquaint 


them they. might tate them—if they thought proper —but if not 
—why—they might tet them alone—and /o God ſave the King. 
This merry Sort of Crying ſet the younger F olks a laughing, 
and that too moſt heartily ; but as I am not of that Claſs, it 
had a quite different Effect on me, and flung me into the 
moſt ſerious Reflections, on the eyer changing Heart of Man, 
or the Viciflitude of the Populace. Oh, aid 1 to myſelf 
how little to be depended on are theſe, | 

The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 

Not long are pleas'd with either Prince or God. 
'Tis but little more than Half a Century ago that chis Man, 
Was ſtil'd our great Deliverer, our Joſhua, | the Hopes of 2 
rael, and the Preſerver of our Country, from the heavy Ca- 
lamities of Popery and Slavery. Alas! that the Image and 
Superſeription of this good King, in this bad Age, ſhould 
not be able to recommend t to the deere Sons of his fondeſt 


[6] 


| Friends, the paſſing of one ſingle Braſs Farthing. Ney, 


though King James's dutiful — Queen Mary, William's 
on Conſort 


Shine on the Halfpence and enrich the Coin... 


Ho are the Mighty fallen! The Heads of William and 
lam, are vile and caſt away, as if they had not beep 2. 
nointed with Oil. 


Oh tell it not in Bath, publiſh it not in the Street of Bir- 


nn leaſt the Tories * kaſt the Daughters of che 
; JONES triumph. 


VUngrateful City! Are Are theſe- your dene Principles? 
But I had forgot; ye are the Sans of Barter and Gain; your. 
e Intereſt, and Intereſt is your Principle. 


I find it naught avails with you, to mention the Goodneſs 
of the Man, or his Metal. Fs no crowned Heads hereafter 
de ſo deſpitefully uſed ! 


But our North Britons, 1 am informed, treat 83 with 
more Reſpect and Devoir. Forbidden as they cruelly are, 
even to ſhew their Face here, by them in the Highlands, they 

appear every Day, tho their Value is ſomewhat decreas'd, 
and their ance luxuriant Laurels ſhorn: For their Agent 
from the Hill Cauntry, expects no leſs of this illuſtrious Pair, 
of glorious and immortal Memory, than ſix a Penny. And 
I juſt now heard too, that ſome of our Shopkeepers that are 
of the Kirk, will admit them again, on One · fourth of their 
Dignity only curtail'd ;. ſo. that for a Commodity which you 
may purchaſe for a Shining, you muſt pay in theſe * 


6 2 1 . 


Hulfpence Sn Pence. Tis true, this is to kk the 
King and Queen pay a low Stake, however, as the old 3 
is, it is better than ſtanding out. 
3 Alas poor WILLIAM! 3 

Thou that waſt once the madding Mob's Defire, 
Their cloudy Pillar, and their guardian Fire: 

The ſecond Moſes, whoſe extended Wand , 

Drove back the Sea, and ſhew'd the promis „d Land, 

The People's Prayer! the ſage Diviner's Theme! 
The young Mens Viſions, and the old Mens Dream 

In how few Years are thy great Acts forgot, e 
As if thy Fame, could, with thy Aſhes rot; 

In the next Age to dark Oblivion hurPd, 

* een on 45 Coin denied the World. 


N 


1H E 8 Speech of Grace Gray, 

On her Wedding-Day, _ 

| With no Tooth in her Head, 
But one Colt's Tooth, — tis ſaid, 


« All tott* ring Fabricks ſin without a Prop, 
( Why may'nt I then have one, to keep mine up? 
Why do the Waggs thus at me laugh and grin, 
* Mayn't I laugh too?—ſure they may laugh, that win,” Fi 
| . 


* 1 4 
* 
. | 
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— # e 
: > 


| OMA ARA 5 
On the Death of Gubust ian 1 


e and. Sxxron of St. Janes 85 BATH, 
Aud Jack of all Trades. 


\H,. Thomas, „ it muſt ſurely 1 
That diſmal Bell rings out for thee : 

F rom thee-it learn'd to ſadly mqurn 

For Men and Women, dead and gone; 

To tell the Pariſh how to cry, 

Before and after People die; i 

And now the common F ate 1s thine, PENS 

** but repays thee in thy Coin. 255 

Who now in Sternbold's doleful Lays, 
Shall charm thy Flock with Ekes. and Ayes? I 
Who pitch like thee the hundreth Pſalm, 
In Notes and Keys without a Name? 
Who mark ſo well, with ſo much Care, a 
How juſt the Preacher's Notions were; 

And by judicious Nod could ſhew, Beide gait) 
If they were orthodox, or no, i 01343 1. 20 4t- 
To teach young Curates all their Trade, di ob yall. 5 
From Laws and Cuſtoms never made., | _ 
But oh! what Muſe ſhall e er rehearſe, : 

Thy various Trades, in various Verſe : 

How much thy Dialing has done 

To make a * of the Sun; 


Wy 


A. 


; 1 


How Kran waſt thou, how wondrous: knoving . 
Both in Geometry and Swing: 

Couldſt meaſure Men, or their Eſtates, 

For Country Cloaths, or Country Sears ) 71207 2: 
In Hats well ſkill'd, or Surgeons Mate, 70 
Couldſt dreſs an Ulcer or a Hatt: 
As Sexton, thou hadſt all' thy Trade, IQ ab 
And gott'ſt thy Living by the Dead; 97 efogilk 70508 
Thou knew'ſt in Length two Vards to 1 5 5 
Wou' d ſerve a Man of fix Foot high; 

And at laſt thou diedſt to let us ſee 

None T a Grave ſo. well. as Þ 4/4 


$64 
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19.4 


Sie as it is, beneath chis Stone 
Lay all theſe Fan and all i in One. "e | ' 17 


SS HOUSHSHSHSHSNSHOHSHSHENS 


The Moders' Mutamorphof. 


EAR Harry, when in Days of Yore, .. 
Together we conn'd Ovid oer, 


We met with. Tales, wou'd make one Rare, | 833 3 
About one Jove a Conjurer ; „„ 
Who with his Wand could at his bac, q aw % 

Change Ladies fair to Poplar IT y n ir Suow I 


Had he been here the: other Day, yr ar: 381d ot M 2:4 
Hed been excell'd | in his yon Wer, VI 2dr Aid, bad 


1 30 7] 
And what's the ſtrangeſt Thing of al, WY 
By F olks, no Fangurare at all! SK. 


"Twas thus two Blades af he Erie, 
Had on a Porter fix d their Eyes, 
Vnluckily who croſs'd their Way, 
Beneath a Load of fragrant Tea; 
The Scent affects the Lurchers Nob, . 
Still they purſye where er he = 
Till they had run him to the Poor 
Andin Idea, ſeiz d the Store, 


But here they paus d—fays Foe to Jan, 
With Caution let us now go on, 
Let us conſult with one that's wiſer, 
Right, we'll go call the Superviſor : 

But where to find him, Jobn, ſays Joe, 
is more chan I or you do Know- 
Perhaps at Church, tis Time of Prayer, 
And who can tell, he may be there? 
For once of late, the People ſay, 7 
He's been obſery'd to ſtroll that Ways | 
So Satan ſtrolling heretofore, ans K 
| Came once to Church bu came vo mere. 1 N 


„ who'll g in? fays ce D—2,. 1 
I wou'd, Friend Jobn, with all my Heart, 
But I'm ſo black the Folks will tare, | 


the Pariſh of Brockley was more than 


1 31 1 


Med the Door, I'll ſtay Pane, 


While you ſteal ſoftly to the Pew. 


/ - Job whiſper'd K in the Far, 
Who inſtant flies the Houſe of Prayer, 
Leaves Gop as all ſuch Saints will do; 
When once dear Mammon comes in View, 


Flies to the Houſe, demands che ys 
To ſeize the imaginary Te: 
Tea! fays Friend Megpsy, as bm — — . 


Twas only . Dane for Dinner, 
And there it ſtands— behind your Back, 
Lord, Gentlemen en ſearch the Sack. 


The Sack is fearch'd, fays Jobn, what 8 this 0 
How ſtrange a Metamorphoſis ! 


This can't be Tea of ſuch a Size! 


Pll ne'er again truſt Noſe or Eyes, 
But this Pl! ſwear, and ſo will Joe, 
Twas Tea, not half an Hour ago. 


Abaſh'd, the Lurchers ſneak'd aw 20, 


And M. len ſecur'd the deſtin'd 362 


A. REMARKABLE ANE CDOTE, 


BOU T the Middle of laſt Century (as appears by a an 
old Manuſcript found among the Archives of a neigh- 


{ 32 
commonly wretched in a Paſtor: Whom we find recom- 
mended to the World under the Name of Watkin Walter. 
But Antiquaries give us ſome Reaſon to imagine, that the 
Biographer tranſpoſed his two Names, in Pity to his Poſteri- 
ty ; who, if they fell not into his Crime, he thought, ſhould | 
not ſhare his Infamy, which was a great Part of his Puniſh- 
ment: But leaving this Point to be ſettled by thoſe who have 
more Learning and Leiſure, I ſhall abide by the plain Ac- 
count of our Author, and: en Wien: to the World, as we 
found him. in SIP | 


> 


As to his W Hiſtorian i is not t very 2 chooſing 
to paſs by the Waggery or Blunders of Dame Nature, which 
ſhe has ſo manifeſtly exhibited in his Buſto, rather than to 
detain the gentle Reader with a Deſcription more tedious than 
improving. However, not to leave us without any Idea of 
this inimitable Man, we fa ve in his Margin theſe Outlines 
of him, which I have carefully inſerted. ere 


„g= eld ed 206 GT 280 
Watkin Walter (ſays he) at the. fiſtjeth Year of his * 
(for he was an Exception againſt that general Rule of the 
Eaſtern Monarch, that the Wicked live not out half their 
Days) was of « fallow Complexion -bis Forehead high and 
daring, its Elevation improv'd by turning his Hair retro- 
grade, but debply intrench'd! by frequent Contraction; — 
bis Eyes fir'd and ſavage z ;—his Cheeks wither'd and ſtitc 


fallen his Noſtrils flaming;— his Lips projecting and green 


r 


owing, as it is conjectur d, to a particular Liquid of th 
in a Won. 1 


Caſt, which was continually under hem; 


7 


of his Cotemporaries have *r him to an old Dog 
on, others to the graven Image on Minerva's Shield with on- 


Ly- 


ly this Pifference, That eee were on 8 Outſide of 
her Head—bur his within. 


Holafernes Stave, his 5 Clerk, 1 55 o his frequent 
revolving the goodly Pages of Maſter Sternbold, had con- 
tracted ' a marvelous. Facility in Rhyming, ſeems to have 
laviſh'd the whole Str of his Genius, on the Worthi- 
_ neſs of his Paſtor, i in the following Lines: Ran Ki. 4 


5 WHO ſets together helter-ſkelter F f f. 
The deareſt Friends? — falſe VWatkin Walter a ot 
Each loving | Pair who pines eh 
By Hints and Shrugs ?—baſe Watkin 22 Wien? 52! 
Shall Truth revive, and Scandal falter ? | 
When ſick or dead lies Watkin Walter. 
If ever Knave deſerv'd # Halter, 
Then half a Dogen al Walter 
Who pays his Baker, Butcher, Malter. gt ua 554690016 
With Lies and Falſchood ?—Hatkin Waiter. 
Why unfrequented ſtands Gop's Altar? 
Becauſe his Prieſt is—/#atkin Walter. 
Then may each Curſe in David's Pſalter, 
: ©. on 1, Ye Head of—Watkin ger. is 


11 


I 1 


* * "niche D lente Lam, | pi 


With a few ny agg Frowens l 
Dean Mou, 


JP the Sun Ike wy Heart A Kill Pane 15 Fall Heat, 
D What Roſes T'd ſend} you, how fine and How ſweet 5 
But cold Autumn pinches chis Side of our Ball, 
My Lillies now droop, and mꝗ Roſes 1 N "Oy 
Yet ſuch as my Garden produces, receive, | 
Since were they far better, as freely I'd give: | 
Alas! beauteaus Planet, how chang d are thy. Raps! 
And we like our Flow'rs muſt ſee other Days; 
Yet unchang d is my Heart, my deer gies, 
But one ardent Summer there ganitantly: _ 
Then let the Sun vary, and cd be the New. | 
My Heart has no uu, wy AW, ar, 


1 
To Mr... 35 


Fan . 
Py * * * 1 9 4 * 


HE Clock ſtrikes Eight! No friendly Feet explore 
The gloomy Paſſage to the Mourner's Door; 
In vain your well-known Step does Fancy hear, 
In vain, I wait, no JerrtrEs comes here, 
The darkling Lamp emits a dying Light, 
And ee with me asT write; N 


[1s 1 


My lietle Boy plays liſtleſs round my Knee, 
In whoſe ſoft Smiles, the dear Mamma I fees 
For ever loſt te him fond: Child, and me. 


- When Orpheus play'd the Lining 5 among, 
Stern, ruthleſs Pluto, melted as he ſung 

Oh happy Poet! had but I thy Skit, 
My Pb, r Euydie had bleſt me an; Ae ie 
But ſince her Laſs 1 mult forever i mourn, | 2 ul e 
Since the grim King admits of no Return, | OT 
Theſe painful Hours your Preſence may beguite, - 
And make my n Manſions mile. MIR 


N ex- BOK * 
Tos my Fried Mr. dente, 7 ö Og 


9 very good Lord, do excuſe me this . 
I And for one while you'll ſee, 1 dom't plague you in 
The Militant Church after Wbitſuntide March, [Rhyme. 
Not led by their Biſhop, but Deacon ſo arch; 

proceed, happy Town ! when they're thence, 
-Wardens, and ſweep Peter's Arn f 
As uſual among them to makb up their C.,, 
Are Doctors and Proctors, tlie D—1 knows Ino: > © 
But Friends to good Meals, and good Wine are the C 
And they halt, I am told, at our Bedminſter Town.” 
Pray tell your Acc ſuaintante a kind Lie ox two, 05 W 
ln my Turn, TI's will do the i noche your». „„ 


44 * * — 4 * 


yder how firong; my October how fine, + 5 


M 
My Sy acchus himſelf. never taſted fuch Wine; =. 
Then tell them, Oh! tell them, my choice Bill 6f Fre, 
With Chickens ſo plump, and Aſparagus W 
F orgetting, d'ye hear my good Friend, by no "Meats," | 
How butter'd my Peaſe, and hom green are my Beans; * 
For Beef, I've a Round end of Warwick's dun Cow, - 150 
And for Ham, what a Swinger « of David's. fat Sow ; 

Such Fowls, to ſuch Bacon, Man never did know, 

From the Time that | poor Peter thrice heard the Cock! crow. 
All this for a certain, and twice as much more, 88 

But bid them take Care they miſtake not the Door; 

That Door which ſo manly.does Max TB Srace, 
Who drove the French faſter than 'Grooms in a Race: "x 
May, the Clowns that refuſe ta put up: at his Nerd. 
Hence Ae with the French upon Gatlick and Bread | 
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URELY nothing,» was ever. equal t to o the loud Miſrule and 

Outrage that the Name of Bg fill, cauſes i in our City. 
Patience quits the Room che very Minute tis introduced, and 
the whole Company burſt out, and curſe him in Thunder. 
Our honeſt Tars, here, no more retail. their, Imprecations to 
one another, in the old. Phraſes of 55 your Hes, Limbs, 
and odd Fonts ; but colleRing all their Rancour in a'Blaft, 


[7 1 
in one Curious comprehenſive. Curſe they roar, * thou be 
as 41d as Bug. | Yi 


Our Bulks and Piſſing Poſts m no * immodeſt In- 
ſcriptions on them, the old merry Monoſyllable is quite ob- 
literated, and j in its Stead, each Idleton, and e ol 
Bo with a Ao ew D—n, writes * *. | 


37 1 


. he 2 ec or even a Caſtle here, to gs wo a 
A would be able to defend it. Blateng ima 
Warrior! ul . 


Should rhe Cod in his K to anſwer the Outcries 
of. an injured Iſland, be, by any Means, oblig'd- to paſs 
thro” Br1sToL, he would never ſee the Bar of his Tribunal, 
2% Ty! be trodden to Pieces! in our Streets. | 


** Virgit's Hell the matt deeply feet} were : thoſe, who 
had baſely betray'd the Truſt their ruin'd Country had re- 
pos d in them. Hereafter our e will be ſure of 
Juſtice. „„ 

This one bid Man i is the thank and tina) 4 Subjed of 
our Citizens! The unhappy Liſbonites, I am perſuaded, will 
as ſoon forget their Earthquake, as:we ſhall the Conſterna- 
tion caus'd by his Cowardice. The Doctors preach againſt 
him, the Bucks blaſt him, the Beaus d—n him; and the La- 
dies ſpit againſt his very Name : Nay the very Free-thinkers 
give it out nom, that there will be a Vindictive hereafter, a a 
future Hell, in 1 order to "_ Crimes like his; but think 


* 


* 1 
Vt forks lt he Has his Merits; WARES Ks habe Nane is 
mention'd, crying ſaucily out 


e tu fuiming effſent- Nan 0 


"why fleep th Boles — 3 mn. 


Had Leftock been . St. Philip? 8 had been reliey d. 

May we mend, and Cowards have. no more Ericourage- 
ment! Seneta fays; Niinguam firs it ud bonds Moves via. 

Tis never too late to reform. ay we find it ſo. 


Nothing will eper temdve the publick Odtum from him, 
but a Coutt tarif baſe Enough to (ge him, and Wag it 
on themlelyes. ty Hon 2 0 


05 07 Uh 50 
How favourable 4 his man. n Prefident n may 
[1 here, his Judge on the other Side the The, will b vo Ro 
„„ eh 
© The Slave for Coin dere cancels ; net t bis Fits,” oy 
There awful Radamanthus rules the State; ee . 
He hears; and judges each committed Crime, 1 
N imo the Manner, Place, and Time:; 
Te cohfeious Wretch muſt all his As tro, 
| Lath to confeſs; unable to coticeal. ike 
The Covrtiers who their Conritry balely ad. 
_ T6 foreign Enemies for foreign Golde. 
There Bowling in the Dungeon's Depth temen, 1 510 
5 PEARS and expecting — e 


Sy WW 
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Orr theſe black guilty Ghoſt, the Fury ſhakes. - - 
. Her, ſapoding Whip, and brandiſhes her Snakes 3 
The Sinner trembles, and the Coward quakes. J. . 
Ob! hash anew pour Whips, deu point pour Sting, 


Fot Grimes fo foul, Jo blacks fo baſe $5 Brag's. 
eee eee. od M 


"NT 0 News —_— 


Ty an Aphoriſm of Sentca S, hit no "bad Man can. be 

happy. What a wretched Being then muſt a Coward 

be? A State Coward, 1 mean, whoſe Poverty of Spirit muſt 
ths a Curſe on this Nation. What avail his Woods, his 
Parks, his Palaces; if his Fame js juſtly damn'd, and his 
Country never mention him but with Abharrenoe ? It is not 
Wealth, Nobility, or Riches, that can juſtify a wicked Man, 


any more than the Want of them, can diſeredit a god, One. 


Virtue is that ſoxvereign Blefling, that makes the P ofſeſſor of 


it valuable without any Thing: ebe eee aw 


dee 450 4 had. all. the Warld beſides. 32560 
There is got, in a the Scale of Nature, a more < inſeparable - 


1 Connexion. chan that of Happineſs and Virtue; or any Thing 
chat more naturally "obs the one, WF -morg 1 8 


dengel de oder. 


Dr. Youns ſays, and 1 believe chat al ton den 3 
kis Opinion, That 


* ate or Foal at Bears a Tue les. 
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Edge and Temper of ih Blade chat makes a good 
„ not the Richneſs of the Scabbard; ſo tis not Title 
or Poſſeſſions can make a Man confillerable, "br his Vir- 
tue. How often have we ſcen, in former Age the Hon- 
ourable, nay, the Right Honourable too, ea. to the 
Names of Coyards, . Henn 5 Sid Lag Pandars 
and Thieves? N W 


Who ſtood for Fame on their wad = 


By Heraldry prov'd valiant and diſcreet. - Yona. 
Long Galleries of Anceſtors, and all . . 

b The Follies that ill grace a Country Hail,” 2 DE: 8 
e no Wonder, vor Ekel 5 [Fe — f i 
Virtue alone. is true e Nobility. ge: e br .. 


1 Thus was it once at Rome, and Rs rho 40 with us, we 
ſhall have Admirals that will fly, and Captains that will not 
fight. It would vex an honeſt Briton to ſee our hardy Seamen, 
that could cool pluck a Whiſker from the Mouth of the 
angry Pard, addreſſing their cowardly Captain with Your 
Honour, Your Honour, evefy Half ſentence, who ought to be 
treated as the Offspring ok Infamy, and the Child of Diſ- 
grace. -Oh! my very Soul is ſick, to think that our Iſland 
could produce Weeds ſo rank, and that they mould ſo un- 
timely be made a Nofegay for the Boſom of our King! Moſt 
vily baſe! To prefer their Safety to their Reputation, to for- 
get their dear Country, and for the Sake on Life to * 
the very End of Living. 37 eee DOS e moor "1 


Summum, crede nefas animam preferre rab, 4 
Ei propter Vitam, _ * Canſas,” 2 


My £4 c * 
7 
* 4 
> - 8 
2 23 
- * * 4 


3 the brave Hawk FRY out Ye Fital xr And, 
If he muſt die, oh may he nobly choſe N 
To guard his r and his Liſe to loſe! 

; * Rather than let his Virtue be betray'd : _ 
Virtue, the nobleſt Cauſe for which he” 8 made 1. 


5 
q Bs, 7 * 3; 


ug 


3 


Covwardice i in a Captain is baſe, more vile in a Commodore 
but in an Admiral unpardonable. | - 


$2.44 


Omne animi Vitium tanto enifpiRtius i in Tx 
 Crimen babet, quanto major, qui renn babetur. Joy. 


B. ng 8 Father 8 Glory, will his Son proclaim, 1 
And to a clearer Light expoſe his Shame: 

For ſtill more publick Scandal Vice extends 
As he i is great, or noble, who 18 855 | 


ol the Spawn r 
That dyd with hoſtile Blood our Seas, . 
And gave our threat'ned Land a glorious Peace. 
Made the proud Spaniard, with his vaunting Fleet, 
From our ſuperior Thunder to retreat, 
Nor dare our warlike Gallies to engage or meet. 
But Sailors of another Mould. 

Rough, hardy, ſeaſon'd, manly, bold, : bo 
Whoſe Hands were daring, and whoſe Hearts unſold. \ 1 
Tas theſe that ſhew'd our Foes ſuch Pla: 
That ſtraitly ſtopp'd the Armada on its Way, p. 
Told them that Bz1roxs knew not how to wy FIG > 
And bid their deſtin'd Hoſt 2 to * „ 


'L 42 2 18 1 
=; Theee Days engagzd 3 them in a bloody "GY r 
And jolly on the fourth drank Ap 2 2 i e, | 

EE 
Lord B.— 5 Spearh to 23 e Sade, | 


JUOTH Fribble to Ning, pri tythee hold up thy Head, 
e Why thou art worth forty of thoſe that are dead; 
Our King, to thy Comforts a merciful Prince, 
Old L-f-c> was quitted ſome Dozen Years ſince. 
Why that was my Ruin the Admiral cry'd, 


For had L- jth Beet ſhot, 1 had never been yd. 
aber te has 

To the good People of Great-Br ritain 

Fasrng for a Weroxv, and not Fionriwe. 


The CARTER an HERCULES. 
| A T . . E. 


— ignavis Deus #hſe Ment 2 
Ai bujuſmodi eſſet Fejunium quod elego £ Au boo bare 
bis Jajunun & diem acceprum T_T + 5 E 
A Lazy Lout with half a Load, 375 . 4 
A That drove his Cart along the Read, lf ets ; 
Not minding what he was about, F 
It went, full drive, into a Rout. 


a7 


Rat never u give himſelf che Pain, 
To fitive to get it back again: 

Nor Whip nor Shoulder he'd apply 3 
Twas in, and there *twas like to lies | 
Till he thought on a lazier Way, 
For what great Tepuble is't to pray? 
And thus the liſtleſs Loon at Length, 


Thy Bleſſings to my Bulls impart, 
Ob ftrengthen,, them to clear my Cart! 
Phe God who heard him from a Cloud, 
Rallied the ſuppliant Fool aloud : 
Get up, thou lazy, lifeleſs Bf! 
Get mp and ſtruggle with t yourſelf, 
Apply your Sboidder to the Whedl, 
' Strain your own Neves, to get it out, 
Cry, *pre—awony. you dug no Doubt. 
Fur why, you filly Numſtull, why? 
Should the Gons ds your Drudgery 2 
By Sen and Land let this be dene, 
There's not a Frenchman but will run; 5 
Maren up directly Toe to Toe, 
And burn the #/hifters of your Foe. 
Then let your ADMIRALS draw near, 
No-Victesy is got by Fear 33 
Do bravely, what you ought to de, MLS 
And the kind Heavans will favour you. 


' Yawn'd, Hertules | thou God of Strength, "ot 


S888 er 85 ser 5 


To Mr. 1 1, at Bath, 


* 4 Frghd 


Se virum, aui Harb 2 vel an 

Tibia ſumes & celebrare A 

Quem Deum ? Cajus recinet Joche 2 
Nomen 8 HY Hen. 5 


\H E y Science that appear in {the ba Hiſtory 

of Man, is that of Muſick: For no ſooner; had Fa- 
bal ſecured our antediluvian Anceſtors from the Oppreſſion 
of the Weather, but Muſick was heard in their Tents. 
» Twas then the Hand and Voice of Fubal ſtruck his liſt ning 
' Brethren with Admiration: For he is recorded to have been 
the Father of all ſuch as handled the Organ and Harp. 
And to his Honour no ſooner Was it practiſed, but it became 
a Part of their early Worſhip. '' It's Deſign ſeems to be to be- 
calm the troubled Mind of the Stormy, to ſooth the 
Diſtreſs' d; and, as it were by. its. Breath, .to blow vp. the 
Holy Fire of the Devon 4nd IE fant Sake 


p * ” 
F * 4 


There is no Queſtion to be TIT bile N at hd art o 
duction of this perſwaſive Novelty, the attentive Herdſmen- 
were greatly affected by it. As their awful Surprize is beau- 
tifully expreſs'd by one of our r greateſt paar 1 E 1 

in his o.] n Words: ie e d F 
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„ Whiat Paſtion cannot. Muſick raiſe and _ 73 
When Fubal ſtruck the chorded Shell, * 1 11 ö ; 70 | 
His lining Brethren ſtood around}. 
„ And wWon'dring on their Faces fell 6 SALT 
To worſhip. that celeſtial rene h 
Less than a Gon, they thought there a not dvell. 15 
Within the Hollow of that Shell, 19 | 
| «© That ſpoke ſo ſweetly and ſo mall. Pts» 

80 What Paſſion cannot Muſick raiſe Fe Mere] „ 


Thee Each Addreſſes were to the Heity itſelf, to be 
Loxp our Gop; but as the Practice of Muſick became 
more extenſive in after Ages, it paid its Tribute to the beſt 
of Men, to the Good and Virtuous Obly; with repeated 
Inſtances of this, ſacred and profane Authors abound. A- 
mong theſe heh the eas hy on" PIN" and Horace will 


ever live. © | ; : 
© What Man upon * unieful: 9 di Loaf, 3 19 
SR, What Hero fraught with heavenly Fi ire, "0 
Or on the many ſounding String Wo 
5 mo What Godhead, Clio, wilt thou ſing? 2 Fa „ 
To recite hi Adions SK. 15 famous * 1 
Judas Maccabeus, has Mr. Handal employ' d his unparal - 
leWd- Abilities, which grand Compoſition was. molt. happily l 
executed at the Great Muſick-Room, in Princeſs- Street, on 1 L 
' Wedneſday Night, by a Band of eminent Performers, both i. | BK 
Vocal and Inſtrumental, to whom Timotheus himſelf ial = 9 0 


with Pleaſure have. liſten'd, and Se, Cerilia been attantive. 80 


* 5 „ Y \ 3 ? Free Mg < 2 q Fre & 
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For this reſin” nn we ate obliged to the 
skill and Care ef Mr. Br-d-r-p, who, much to his Repu- 
tation, conducted the whole, As it 18 impoſſible for me to 
do Juſtice to the Gentlemen, either Vocal or Inſtrumental, 
that contributed to this exalted Pleaſure; 1 ſhall be filent ; 
but ſhall venture to ſay of the Children who came from 
Saliſbury, that the Bird of Morn, on their oun * 
Dpwos, . never ir e it 1 Ma * 558 


* * 


eee neee nene ue xe. 


U 995 ben, 4 very boſhful 4 . for 
2 Shoot 5 in our wait; Faber, 
0 


e and Warrz, and Amororrngrat! 
Where will you run! ah, whither now retreat! 

No more ſhall ratt' ling Cars ſurround your Door! 

And City t Ann 1 you no-more? 


Men of Merit and, Niebel, who. drang Son 5 he" 
| Neighbourhood of this City. keep 


1 There is ſcarce a Sunday in 1 the Vear, but en Carriages come 
A AE Foe and TP me . age on wes POE breed By 


The Sunday comes; no Dey of. Ae to wh 101 8 A F 3 


| "Bible is not alt ; theſe Viſits are not only troubleſome,” crab | 

ſixe, ſo that they. are rather VierraTiIONS than Viſits. For the . 
ſeging the Cabbage growing in the Garden, and the Pig in the St 
thinks that 4 colt nothing; But that is not he Way for- the 
h for I have. heard one of them ſay, | © tho”, 2 
| — Sade ad two Sons there, he loft more by the Parent on | 
Sundays, thai he got S/ the Childrew all dhe Welk. cr 413 4 


_—_ "41 "7 Ty 
Dim ſhine your Rays, your wonted Glory's fled, . 3 
Ye little Lights, hide your diminiſh'd Head! 1 
Once round our Town, like Stars vou Mone, "is trve, . A p 
And to your Splendor, is this Tribute . 
But oer yon Cambrian Hill, and from a far, jo Es 
See C$W-l-ms riſes his reſplendent —_—_ 
Not like a Meteor, as ſome Wags may think, 5 
Only to blaze awhile, then drop and ſtink. 3 0 
But in fubſtantial Braſs he'II ever ſhine 
| ves! $ 7-mmy, he'll eclipſe that Face of thine] 2 \ 

| Hibernia, ſhall, to modeſt Cambria yield, 8 
And e ſhall, from e gain hs Fils, 


2 Mr. 8. — 


2 "Rog 
9 Clorious Breaſt of veel! 


Wont you a croſs the Avon deal? 
A Bur as broad as any Bellows; 

Bacon and Greens, that han't their Fellows, 
Wich half a Buſhel, or well nigh,” | 
Of Orlean Plumbs, a thamping Pye! 

And this, my Boy, you'll find well gone, 
Juſt half a Minute after One. 

As to the Ladies, Pm diſhearted, _ 

'F: went, 1 bow d, 1 footh'd, 1 coutted 3; ; 


2 4 wh Gebtdewen, che one from ts Kingdom, 0 eben 
-” nity, 100 bee for thes . 
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- : Y +: #% 1171. 1 ofls 124 ® CASE: | = . 
Who N juſt to 8 5 1 | j SP 
Perhaps at Four, we'll ſtroll chat Way, 13 5 
. T4. y FAY Ai 


Now all theſe Diſhes loſe their Gou, 8 e F 
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Unleſs at One 1 res of "yon; l ae WES Bnet 
HS aon, nor 15, 53-31 
But if you come, tis ſavory Meat, 5 
If not, no Naar, ſtains my late, Z | 3 
1 7h & + Wo. W.- ks. 8 is n l 
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To Cape, Wirrian Mynnick.. 
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DEAR SIR, . OR OED 
A= Jen! Are © Good: narured enbügh 65 tell me. that 10 ln 
A. not plague with any Thing that I ſhall offer: In Re- 
turn, I think 1 it incumbent on me, to endeavour to pleaſe ſo 
kind, ſo generous a Friend. And if in this Letter I de it, 
if I cannot mend my Writing, I Ou 11 5 . and will, 
by being ſilent hence ſorward. 3059 eie e HO 28 4 >, 


1 think your F need fays, WE my 1 of 7 5 Ad- 
verb (far) is unclaſſical.—— But if Virgil be one of thoſe 
Authors we call Claſſicks; it is s claſſical, and ler the follow- 

ing muſical n from His bem y dee 5 K 


— E 


wa 


iT he Lke * irh in 8 is ard A 
= FICATION. is one of its ſweeteſt Flowers, and the beſt Poets 


% 


. 


T1 


abound i in it. And 7 1750 has again fomentar like it, by 
- Om the. Adje&tive 3 * theſe Lines. n E 1 


Ipſi ze fontes, I ipſa bec erbuſts vorabant. 


Wonder and Joy of the People, on the Morning, not a 
| Cloud appeared. This furniſh'd the Prince of Poets with a 
5 CP” were ſuſceptible) with this NR eee 


735 N oe pluit tota, ride Spebtacula mane : 
Diviſum imperium cum Jobe Ceſar Babet. 


N rains all Night, next Day, no Clouds ariſe, 5 
5 See, godlike Cale, ſhares with Jove, the Skies | 


filent, one Bathyllus, a very moderate Genius, own'd the 


the folding Gates of the Palace, he writes this Diſtich. 
Hos Ly verficid 5 Falk alter bowres 6 
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4 75 51irus binc aberat, ip tt Tytire Ben 12 ab 0 "fy 


After the Battle of Aaium, in which ths EP con- 
quer'd wild Anthony, and made himſelf Maſter of the World 
he treated the Citizens with a royal Sew. The Night be- 
fore the Exhibition it rain'd inceſſantly, but to the great 


happy Opportunity of flattering bis Patron (of rao the 2 


The Ennio: ad his Friends pling.” Jae pad ah 
tf juſt a Compliment ; but the modeſt Author remaining 


Lines, and conſequently was highly honour'd,: and moſt 
royally rewarded by the vain victorious on This great- 
ly' chagrin'd Virgil; and in order to do himſelf Juſtice; Lg 
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This Epigram I wrote, conceal'd my Not 11115 


But, ſnall another rob-me of- my F ame? iet 0 5 
And underneath! ſubjoin'd theſe. Beginnings of the four 
following Pentameters. ET 
Sic vos non vobis « — — 
Sie vos non vobis —— HOW enen tor þ54519 
Sie vos non vobis — W LR . 74 
Sie vos non vobis — 5 — — * i e : 


| | Theſe 45 . to REY filled up. Which, when. 
nobody cou'd do, * muſical Mantuan came himſelf and 
„ HAH 2dr dim Caldon dt arnc, ys 


dS £3 ** 1 5 p $3. 4 42 
1 CY 


— / . > 
— — — Fertis aratra boves. : 
3 Mellificatis apes. | 


ex 14 


— —— - Vellera ferti over. : 


— 


Alluding to Btu 8 robbing him, both in Fan ame e and 
Fe ortune. 


Not * . — n ; Birds, your Fun build. 
Not for yourſelves — you Oxen, plough the F ield. 
Not for yourſelves — you Bees, your Sweets og 2 
Not for ane e — you Sheep, your Fleeces bear. 


There 5 ſee the Repetition carried on with great Succeſs | 


* — 
” 


Theſe | are Beauties, and not . as ; your F riend 
, ſrem'd to conceive them; 4 and ſuch Beauties too, among | 


* 


4 $1 4. # 95 . 
the RETRO the modern, * "OY gene copied. 
However to divert you, for I preſume not to improve you; + 
I I will mention a merry Inſtance of this Sort. The Author's 
Name was John Skelton, Poet Laureat to King James the 
Firſt, who was better verſed i in Claſſics than, i in Politics; and 
who was oftener in his Library, than in his Cabinet. With 
this quaint Poet, this King made himſelf yery familiar; and 
as an Inſtance of their Intimacy, There tranſcribe, as well as 
| tranſlate, one of the Letters from the Poet to the Prince. 


Salve, Rex optime Run! 5 1 : 7 
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Sale plus decies, guam ſunt moments dierum, „ 

Quot Species generum, quot res, quot nomina rerum. 

. . Quot pratis Aores, quot ſunt & in orbe colores, . 

e piſces, quot aves, quot ſunt in Eguore naves . 
uot volucrum pennæ, quot ſunt tormenta Geena. 

Quot Cæli ſtellæ, quot ſunt miracula Thome, 

Wes ſunt virtutes, tanto tibi mitto ſalutes. 


[i 
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Count all the Moments that make up the Day, PD Wu? 
Then count each Object Nature does diſplay ; | 
Count all the Flowers that bedeck the Field, 
Then count the Colours that theſe Flowers yield; 
Count all the Birds, and F iſnes of the Sea, 
Then count the Scales that on thoſe Fiſhes be. 
Count all the Ships that dance along the Main ; 
Then count the Torments that the Damn'd ſuſtain. 

H 2 


Tay 


Count all the Stars that ſpangle yonder Skies, 
And ® Txomas told of thee, count all the Lies. 
Count all the Beauties that make up a Belle, | 

. . Times E wiſh my PATRON - — = vel]. | 


And ſo moſt affeRtionately e 
n more chan one Senſe) 


— 


Tour poor Poet, 
E. c 


Abbot of Canterbury, of an ambitious, and reſtleſs EY con- 

tinually diſturbing the Peace of both Prince and People : At laſt he was 
lain at the Altar, by ſome of the King's beſt Friends. For tho' he was 
falſe to his Prince, he was true to the Pore, who made a Saint of him 
in the - ſucceeding Century; of whoſe Funeral, and — ä 


Hiſtory wilt wk you with a en N | 


O D i 


In 2 Sow: at * * large Sta fone abroad, 
and the great Conſumption in our Diſtillery at Home, 
Corn came to a great Price, and there was but little left in 
the Land, and the Nation was oppreſs'd by this factitious 
"Famine; whilſt every one wondered where the Corn, was, 

and what was become of our Harveſt. The Dealers. that 
had diſpoſed of it, put. the admiring World upon a falſe 
Scent, and in a Pamphlet, which, will be a long Time 
remembred, laid the whole Odium on the Mealmen and 


„ 4 


4 lowing Pagra ere written, . 1 


„ JAMES 8 MAT 


Phpflan in r OD 


nd find Patron of a foodies Projeti lately publiſi'd 10 A 
_ the Bakers:z the following Sheets are me ht ee 
B ene of | his-many Admire. 1 
Great Love of Truth, and moſt 1 Doder!“ . 
AM a perfect Stranger to every Thing of you {i your 5 
Merit, and though 1 muſt own à late little Book has 
made that immortal; yet as L aſk no Favour, you muſt ex- 
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pect no  Flattery in my, Dedication. But to do Juſtice to 
your ſurpriſing. Genius in your ſhort Hiſtory of our ArT1- 


 FICIAL Fauixx, you certainly have, if ſome Authors are 
true, yes very honeſtly have you, introduced the preſent Aye 


making hearty Meals, on the Bones of the Ia. This takes 


mightily with us, and ſupplies us with merry Matter 
at every Meal. For Example: Inſtead of calling for 


the Loaf, we call for the Perſons whoſe Bones in the 
Church- yard were lateſt turn'd up. Tom, cries one, toſt 
me Moll Snapſbort, then cutting a Slice, fays he, ah Mary, 
Mary! J find, dead or alive, thou wilt always be cruſty.— 


Another, upon cutting a freſh Loaf laughs out, this muſt 


be my Couſin Henpecks s Wife, *tis very bitter: 15 It, re- 


plies Henpeck, put the leaſt Crumb in the World this 
Way,. 1 ſhall Know the Taſte of her. — Ah, tis ber, 1 find 


poor Dame! ſhe had ever a little too much Barm in her; j 
yet I told her, as the Saying is, I loved her well enough to 
eat her; but little thought the-would come to my Turn ſo 
ſoon ! 5 rout there, we muſt be contented. . This certainly, 


| cries 4 "Third; muſt be, pointing to an ill- baked. Loaf, 


ſome of the Bones of Juſtice 2 —7 in Herefordſbire.— 
Why as you ſay, Tays one, *tis wondrous heavy. Yes, re- 
marks another, feeling it with a Sneer, and very Jet too.— 


Thus you have converted; Doctor, the Country Wagg into 
2 Wit, and every Meal into a Merriment. 'YetT could wiſh 


you had produced ſome Authority in Proſe. or Verſe, from 
ancient Times, as Antiquity does ſo laviſhly, abound in it; 


for though Magna ft Veritas, et prevalebit, the Truth is 


| great and will ara is a juſt A, and will be al- 


1511 
ways allow'd; yet if you had quoted ſome Author for i it, 
the Relation had been leſs novel and ſurpriling. As for In- 
ſtance, after you had firſt introduced your Bone Flour, 
you ſhould have added, Nor is this the only Age in 
which Men ground up one another ; no, it was the Prac- 
tice many Years back, as plainly appears by an old Folio 
Edition of Jobn ſirnamed the Slayer * W or more vul- 


+ 5 


gatly, Tack the: Giant- Killer. n 


I. #6; POT EY 1 
4 ſmell the Breath of an Engliſh Pan, 
Be he alive, or be he dead, 
F ll gm his Bones to make me. Bread · 2 


Can any Thing 'be einer ls naw | You 8 that 
Bones were not only human F ood, but brave ſtout ſtrong 
Food, even the Food of Giants. Beſides, tis Mr. Matt he 
Prior s Opinion that the ancient Greeks deſign'd, for the De- 
ſtruction of Troy, had a particular Bread prepar'd on pur- 
poſe to give them Courage; which muſt be ſomewhat of 
this Sort you may ſee at large in his ALMA, Canto 3d. but 
as Dedications will not admit of long Quotations, I ſhall only 
introduce a ſhort Specimen of the Author, tho', IEF 20m ; 
he 2 15 is e to "our Purpoſe. 


v. 
ON 


* OY 


p i} 9. #1 


* 
— 


elke. That de Achilles might 1 | Horan] - 
The Strength deſign'd to ruin Troy; 10 in nn 
He din'd on Lion's Marrow ſpread 0 
On Toaſts of Ammunition Bread.“ 


— 
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Now W PRs this Ammunition - Bread: mean, but a 


martial Compoſition ſuch as the Bones of Heroes ground 
into Flour, muſt, when mix'd up with the Barm of ſtrong 
Beer naturally produce. Soldiers are like Game Cocks, 
notwithſtanding the Birds which are pitted, are both high 
Blood; yet you will find that towards the End of a long 
Battle tis the Feeder gives the Victory: And this is by 
particular Kind of Bread. And tho' we may not know 
every ſingle Ingredient, yet we may be aſſur'd that the 
Bones of unvanquiſh'd Cocks | muſt make no inconfidera- 
ble Part. For the ſame grave Author * in another 
* | 


1 That Strength of every her Member, | 25 
Is founded on your Belly Timber: 

The Qualms or Raptures of your Blood, 
Riſe in Proportion to their Food. © 
We ſee, in beſt of Battles fought, | . 
5 Folks muſt be fed, as well as anche _— NY 1 808 


Many, 4 Doctor, are ad W of this Kind; and as 


it is to keep you in Countenance, ' I am perſuaded the gentle 


Reader will with Pleaſure peruſe repeated Citations to this 
Purpoſe. Should I only look back into the Voyages and 


Travels of ancient Writers, how many Places ſhould I dif- 


cover where the human Species eat one another with the 


| higheſt Reliſh; aye, and make no Bones of it. The Can- 


nibals of Florida, with a Guſt not to be deſcribed, eat others 


Bones, and ſwallow, as the moſt delicate Wine, the Blood 
of their Fellow- Creatures. And this the Reader may be 
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aſſured is the People that Gordon in his Geography ſays, not : 
only eat one another, bs. Oh, mirabile - ditiu-! eat them- 
ſelves too. 


2 © he bloody Tartars too, who intent the W Sara- 
cens in their March through the Wilds of Arabia, have no 
Ideas but thoſe of War, demand every Thing with the 
Sword; and from a ſingular Food, become as fierce and as 
ſwift to ſhed Blood, as the prowling Lion in the Foreſt; as 
Mr. Prior has EE ſagely obſerved in 1 the fol- 
lowing Lines: 


66 Obſerve the various Operations, 

Of F ood and Drink in ſeveral Nations. 2 
Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel, 
Upon the Strength of Water-Gruel ? 
But who ſhall ſtand his Rage and Force, 
If firſt he rides, then eats his Horſe ? 
Sallads, and Eggs, and lighter Fare, 

Tune the 1talian ; Spark's Guitar. 

And if I take Dan Congreeve right, © 
*Pudding and Beef make Britons mee 


Virgil ene 1 us, = there are a People in the 
. Mediterranean, the Monoculi of the Ancients; a particular 
. Species of Giants as tall as the. Monument, but bigger 
1 round by half. Their Buſineſs was that of Shepherds: The 
A Pipe with which * off amuſe themſelves and their F locks 


e L Suppoſed to 15 ks of 3 


T MT 

was made from a well turn'd Pine, The Poet in his 3d 
Eneid deſcribes theſe one-ey'd Monſters ſtalking from Rock 
to Rock, and wading many Miles! e 
2 7 

Theſe 1 preſume were the original Bone-Eaters ; the x very 
firſt Oſtrophagi that Hiſtory any where records. And 
though their eating up Men alive may ſound ſomewhat fa: 
bulous, I can aſſure my Readers chat there is not a Word 
ſaid of them but is as probable, and much better atteſted, 
than any Accuſation I have ſeen brought by Dr. Se/quipedali 
in his unintelligible, furious Harangue againſt the provi- 
dent Mealmen and Cornfactors, with the greatly injured, 
but honeſt Bakers. For you ſee I can quote my Authority; 
| which is more than the Doctor can do for any one Word he 
has blunder d out againſt them ; which is as follows: 


« Hic me, dans trepidi e e ane, 
Immemores facti vaſto Cyclopis in autro - + 
Deſeruere. Domus ſanie dapibuſqus eruentits, 
Intus opaca, ingens; ipſa arduns, altaque wy 
Sidera (Di, talem terris avertite poem » 

Nec viſu fa cilis, nec dity affabilis ulli. 
Vi iſeeribus miſe trorum, & Janguing veſcitur arb. 5 
Vidi egomet, duo de numero cum corpora * A 
| Prenſa manu magnd, media reſypinus in ane "ahi 
| rape ad ſaxum, ſanieque alperſs' natarent, 
Limina : vidi, atro cum mem fluentia tabo , 
. & r tremerent WJ ne artus. 2 


4 
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oooh impune quidem: nec talia puſſus Ubyes, 13 
. ſui eſt Ithacus diſcrimine tanto. 
Nam ſimul expletus dapibus, vinoque Sepultus 
Cervicem inflexam poſuit, jacuitque per antrum 
Immenſus, ſaniem eructans, ac fruſtra eruento 
Per ſomnum commixta mero; nos, magna precati. . 
 Numina, fortitique vices, und undique circum 
Fundimur, & telo lumen terebramus acuto 
; Tngens,. quod torva ſolum ſub fronte latebat, 
Argolici clypei aut Phæbeæ lampadis inſtar : 


Et tandem læti ſociorum ulciſcimur umbras. | | 5 
Sed fugite, 6 miſeri, fugite, ** ab litore ne, 
Rumpite. 


Nam qualis quantuſque cavo Polyphemus in antro 

1 claudit pecudes, atque ubera preſſat : 

Centum alii curva hec babitant ad litora vulgo 
Infandi Cyclopes, S alli 5 montibus errant.” 


<« The Cave, tho? large, was dark : the diſmal Floor 
Was pav'd with mangled Limbs and putrid Gore. 
The monſtrous Hoſt, of more than human Size, | 
Erects his Head and ſtares within the Skies. 5 
Bellowing his Voice, and horrid is his Hue, 

Ye Gods remove this Plague from mortal View ! 
The Joints of ſlavghter'd Wretches is his Food, 
And for his Wine he quaffs the ſtreaming Blood. 
Theſe Eyes beheld when with his ſpacious Hand 

He ſeiz'd two Captives of the Grecian Band; 
Stretch'd on his Back, he'daſh'd againſt the Stones 
Their broken Bodies and their nn. Bones: 
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6 
With ſpouting Blood the purple Pavement ſwims, | 
While the dire Glutton grinds the trembling Limbs. 
Thus gorg'd with Fleſh, and drunk with human TO" 
While faſt aſleep the Giant lay ſupine, ng 
Snoring aloud, and belching from his Maw, 175 
His 3 hoes and Morſels raw. 
N We ſurround 
The e Body ſtretch'd along the Ground: 
Fach, as he could approach him, lends a Hand 
To bore his Eye-Ball with a flaming Brand. 
Beneath his frowning Forehead lay his Eye; 
- For only one did the vaſt Frame ſupply ; ; 
But that a Globe ſo large, his Front it fll'd ; 
Like the Sun's Diſk, or like a Grecian Shield. 
The Stroke ſucceeds, and down the Pupil bends ; 3 
His Vengeance follow'd for our ſlaughter 'd Friends. 
Such, and ſo vaſt as Polypheme, appears 
A hundred more this hated Iſland bears: & whe 
| Like him, i in Caves they ſhut their woolly Sheep 
Like him, their Herds on T ops of Mountains keep, 
Like him, with OW Strides _ ſtalk from Steep | 
to Steep. 15 4 0 


The Antiquity of Bone- eating FRA is well 3 be- 
| yond all Conteſt, with great Force and Learning: For I 
have produced the Man, the Man's Name, and the Picture 
of the Man. And whoever is more curious, fo as to en- 
quire for Time, end Place, may in it find due alſo. 
tae ie 


— —— 
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Theſe Fellows, my Eſculapius, would catch up two or 
three Greets at once; and without giving themſelves Time 
to rub their Heads in a little Salt, would my 1 85 up 
Bones and all. q IE Wea! 


1 mall Hep 3 add, * it ab barks proper Ie thoſe 
N Fee, dere that ſerve the Bakers, to leave uncollected 
ſuch Bones as drop from Perſons gibbeted, leaſt their fla- 
grant Vices ſhould be propagated by their Bread, in which 
their Bones are ground up: For according to the old Engliſb 
Proverb, What's bred in the Bone will never come through the 
Skin. I would likewiſe have great Care taken that the Bones 
of ſome Admirals and Generals never enter the Compoſi- 
tion, for particular Reaſons. 


A moſt ſurpriſing Invention . dear Doctor, x 1 well 
worth conſidering. For how plentiful muſt this make every 
Place that is fortunate enough to be the Seat of War.— 
When making Bread and making Battle muſt be almoſt 
ſynonimous Terms, what Quantities of Bread muſt eight or 
ten Thouſand Men produce, in one Day ſlaughtered in the 
Field. | Beſides, what gallant Fellows will thoſe Soldiers be, 
, whoſe conſtant Meals are made on n ſuch martial Materials, 


— 


0 \fortunatos nimium Ju f bona uorint 
Germanicos! ; 


Oh 8 ſy W did dh "a know their own 
Happineſs, whoſe Country is daily fattened with the Blood, 
and Inhabitants fed with the Bones of your Enemies; who at 
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the boundleſs laviſh Expence of the Grand Monch; a. 
r e e eee 


But, my illuſtrious Phyſician, * I kink 3 
ed beyond Doubt your choſen Doctrine of Bones, yet in a 
Pamphlet publiſhed in your Name, you have advanced ſome 
Things that are not quite ſo clear; on which, as a Friend, 
you muſt permit me to make ſome kind Remarks; that 
| 8 ok __ HOG the en of n es the N 


. W Rampe: Page the Eighth, I think you a a little 
haſtily affirm, that © there is ſuch an abundant Quantity of 
Corn in the Kingdom, that an honeſt Man muſt wonder 
where it is lodged, or how the Price is kept up.” Now it 
would be but reaſonable to aſk you, how you are certain 
there is ſuch an abundant Quantity of Corn in the King- 
dom, if you are quite ignorant where any of this is? You 
do likewiſe, therefore, from your falſe Premiſes, draw as 
falſe a Concluſion: For this Reaſon, ſay you, the Pleuty is 
abſolute and certain, however it muſt be engroſſed and 
with held from the Poor. Permit me here to put you a little 
to rights. When che Complaints of the Poor alarmed the 
Diſtillers, it was two Months before the legiſlative Power 
was attentive to them: During this Time the - Diſtillers | 
made large Purchaſes, and wrought inceſſantly, ſuſpecting "0 
what after happened; namely, that their deſtructive Works ! 
indulged them with two Months more, in order to work up 

the monſtrous Quantities they had impiouſly laid in. Se 


Lt 03 1 

that when the- pravident Baker came to purchaſe ſuch a 
Stock, as ſhould keep bim from medling with the new 
Wheat till Spring, twas not to be done z they could only 
provide themſelves from Hand to Mouth: Therefore they 
were oblig d to fall in immediately on the new Harveſt ; 
Demands were great in every Market; and this keeps. it 
at 2 high Price. Now to convince you, Doctor, if, yau 
are to be convinced, that this was the real State of the 
Kingdom z and that there was na ſuch Quantity but in your 
Brain: You will find upon Examination, that notwithitang- 
ing the Millions of Buſhels af Wheat and Flour brought 
into this Iſland in Captures, yet many Millions more have 
from abroad for us been purchaſed and imported ; ; 38 well 
as One Million Five Hundred Fifteen Thouſand Eight 
Hundred and Ninety-ſix of Corn, beſides Flour, in the 
Tear fifty-ſeven for Ireland. What Merchants or Corn- 
factors would have made for the Nation ſueh Fare, 

if at the ſame Time it abounded in Corn. ie 


Fäarther on you fir. The Ingredients they add to 
Flour are in general fix: 1. Bean-meal, 2. Chalk, g. 

Whiting, 4. Slack d Lime, 5. Allum, and 6. Aſhes of 
Bones.“ All theſe, ſays che wiſe and honeſt Dr. Man- 
ning, may be diſcovered in the Bread now ſold; and 
every Miller and Baker knows how to uſe them: But 
let them from this Time forward fear a Diſcovery and 
Proof: This may be eaſily done, and the Laws are open 

and ſevere.” . If this be true, if you can prove this, as you 
* you eaſily can, 0 don * you do your Country 


[6] 
Juftice by bringing theſe ' Miſcreants to the Bar? Convict 


but one Man and we will believe all you have ſaid; but 
till you have done that, we ſhall place you in a very 


unhappy Light. But with the ſame tender Regard to 
Truth, you proceed, There is beſide a *ſeventh Ingre- 


dient uſed of a more miſchievous Quality, and not ſo ea- 
fily diſcovered : The Phyſician will know what 1 mean, 
when I add, its Quality is Suffocation. To this J attri- 
bute the many ſudden Deaths after Eating. I have ſe- 


parated this from Bread within theſe few Days, and may 
produce it before thoſe who haye Authority to puniſh.” 
If this : Doctor be true, do you ever arg to be * 
well of, till you have done WE? * | 


Lou * chene is a Toughneſs in —_ 1 105 


cious Man! You was never in the Ovxx, Doctor, your 


Cake is Dough, you are not in the | Secret 790; know no- 


—- of the: * Bread we find. 


b 


© White Lead, | 


. 


to fathom 


Une brought x me i hs other Day, the moſt won- 
derful Pamphlet, he faid, that ever was ſeen. Aſkin 
hit” on what Account, ſaid he, On Many; then putting it 


into my Hand he defired me to read it: 1 did and found his 
| Words true. Nothing equals the Reaſoning. bur the Lan- 
guage, and 28. can come 3 to ot Language but the 
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A . of boch which follows : — 


« A Mind I ts Miata” He "MULES of 
Reaſon is ſtrong enough to combine Ideas, and deep enough 


ents; and whoſe Vigour of Intellect and Keenneſs of Senſe, 
is able to inveſtigate ſucceſſive Cauſes, that were before un- 
known, from a minute Ohſervanee, and diligent Purſuit of 
obvious Effects; is frequently convinced by a ſmall Portion RE. 
of Reflection, chat all the malignant Productions of morbi- 1 
ferous Qualities,” in the” fublunary Globe, are not more de- 
ſtructive and injurious to Mankind t — 
Run, over, ſays he, the gloomy Roll of Horrors, Earth- 
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An ABSTRACT, 
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bare Ae 1 


the abſtruſe Deductions of concatenated Effici- 


3 8 Light” ning, me | | 
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the” fecret Craft or iniße uod Avi arty. 


tw j 


Eeantians, one, VEREMIOUS- or ſavage. Animals, and deleterious, 
they-will be: found: leſs:baneful:to. bu Exiſtence. 10 5 
Excenterieities, the finiftet Deviations 5 of. Hefandous oi, T, 

. F 


Caan n 
Oh rare Doctor theſe are moſt founding Tines 


Turgid with Fuſtian and the true Bombaſt ! 

i Nog ES LID 1 9 A 
Strippe X its, pompous. Array, his clamoroyy. Paragh 
of vours, 255 no more than th this, Mankind a are bitter Enemies 
one 10 another, Why this is a Point that no Man will 


= oppoſe, but readily grant ſo fagacigus an Author; Y therefore, 


I think | it hard; OLE deſervd ſo ſtarefy an, Introduction, and ſo 


ſplendid” 4 Dre Y could heartily with you had read. be bef ore 


you had wrote, you would have been much eafjer under- 


ſtood : And .a. ſingle Half-Sheet' of Paptr wonld'hdve con- 


ie held the Jn of your whole Pamphlet. . 
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Mr Gelbe. ha ib a:lflo-uoluthyvon ſuch d 
5 ab fou:ares i695 ot b ee the follow ing 
Lines: A bas 11 u ic 1οπlCU⅛,ͤ ne 02 2105 

Is eren Pugellet-Ehengy De bn ui 02 dd v; 
Anfi learn ib fiſe in Segſe and NE "n Son! er O42 


40% Mimi 8 xd. bane NI zt & abc evo. fo 
Ot you lt rechouſ] repent l era 
, at e N BP ing o veftan 
over again, comes. lo 


| oxþſome . as Jx W 
Crambe Tepelita, of Gab a J "nine. Tr 'S | yg. Wig erat ou 
1K. 0 We 434 Ty 4 is V3 
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| Why, you af this Manger pt-Writthg;! reste 16 to e 
vary plain; 5g had nt TUHH Un your SA NGL Vi- 
RITATIS oratio oft mplex, & Jui aperts fimpliciterque loguitur, 


( @ ] | 
a mulatione expers, weligit Oratoris futoss |: Truth, Dodar, 


is a plain-Tale, Wants none of che Preſs of — nor 


the Ornaments of Rhetorical Fi igures. . 
93041 218 5 0191903 Br Nl a? v7 * 210. 4 8 5 


But to come 6: your beg == Alton fury ven; « iy 
a good Medicine properly adminiſter d; but when we re- 
member it to be an Extract of human Excrement, the deli- 
cate; Part of che World will readily reſign its Uſe in their 
common Food, ur even in Phyſick; to irs more proper 
Uſe of dying of. Stuffs and dreſſing of Leather.” Then 
proceeding in your old Style, you add, that even the moſt 


ſtercorian Stomach faſtidates the eee A a Food. my 
up. of fuch.a a diſguſtful Admixture.” Te 


2 Now pray Doctor -who told you 4A 1 Kha was an te. 
tract of zumun Exerement | ? No Treatiſe of Pharmacy, no no 
Hiſtory of Drugs, either Chymical or Galenical. No, you 
knew this. to be 2 Lye, andza;Lye too of your 'owh mak 
ing. For an Apprentice, but of one Year's: ſtabding, 
has Pomet put into his Hand, where id Courſe he muſt read 
the ces. Natural Hiſtory of it. 


9 , * 


A e co ne * 

wm Alhima;? {aps that ingenious ___ 1 K bis Nathrat 
Hifi of Mineral Dyugs, is à Foflil Salt, drawn from the 
Stones of: differehr Bigneſs and Colour, in ſeveral Parts of 
 Enrope, elpecially in Daly, England, and in France. Now 
after Allum is taken out ef its Bed or Quarry, as you take 
other Stones, ait is burat in a Kiln; made on Putpoſe, 48 
_— er Lime or the 22 and-when * is ally, its 


(  ] 
Salt, lich is the Allum, is drawn but wid Water, pro- 
ceeding after the ſame Manner as in making ber BT: 


| This, Doctor, you knew well bebte, therefore are the 
more to blame, by endeavouring to impoſe upon your Pa- 
tients, if you have any in the City, and thereby to ſlander 
2 Sett of honeſt Men, which I will make it appear, you 
know at this Rime to be innocent of the Crimes ac moſt 
TORE: at f x invented, and after publiſhed. 


It was a cuſtom among the Ancients, that if a Man had 
eaaticioully publiſhed a Lye concerning any Society or Body 
of Men, the infamous Rascai. was produced. in the publick 
Market, and from every offended Perſon received as his juſt 
Due, a Box on the Ear. Should the Landon Bakers, for the 
Fertility of your Brain, pay you ſt uch Complements, I queſ- 
tion if it would not greatly leſſen your Affection for Lying. 


Sl Se & + 


Oh Doctor. Doftor! tis a cowardly and ſervile Humour 
to hide and diſguiſe a Man's Self, under a Vizor, and 1 not 
dare to remove the Maſque and ſhew what he 1 _— 


" Ariſtotle reputes it the.Office of Magnantmity, andy 
and profeſſedly to love and hate, to judge and ſpeak! with all 
Freedom; and not to value the Approbation or Diſlike of 
| others, in Compariſon of Truth.“ And Apollonius ſaid, 
It was for Slaves to he, and F REEMEN. to ſpeak TzxuTH. 
A generous Heart cannot belye its own Thoughts; but will 
make itſelf ſeen within; all there is good, or at Jeaſt manly. 


Surely if * tis not the cunning Man's, it is the wiſe and ho- 
neſt Man' 5 | Buſineſs to be ſeen,” 


[ by 1 


For Men not to act openly, and upon theſe Principles, | 
but to be upon the Hide, is to give Warning to all that have 
any thing to do with them, that all they ſay is nothing but 
Lying and Deceit. Cicero in his Duty on Man, ſays, The 
quis verſutior, ©& callidior eft, hoc invifier, & falpectior, de- 
tratta opinione Probitatis. "BY: how much oy one 18 more 


che Opinion of his kg! leg. 


«Yet this Alum,” fay you, « . a As 
of the Aliment, eſpecially if it happens to be Milk, which 
brings on ineffable and tranſcending Pains, inexpreſſive, tor- 
| turing Flatulencies, and ſpaſmedic Contractions of the In- 
teſtines, inutterable . and vaſt; but moſt particularly of the 
num. Theſe nefandous Symptoms may fortuitouſly arrive 
to that lethiferous Degree of Violence and corrofive Pertur- 
bation, as utterly to conſtitute that moribund Diſtemper, 
which is denominated the Cholera Morbus, and which wil 
ſometimes prove ſo. very acute, and its Spiculæ prove ſo 
very ſharp, as to become fatal by cutting the Thread of 
Life.” But before I introduce any more of this wonderful 
Treatiſe I ſuppole you bake your on Bread, Doctor, 
don't you? For the Devil muſt be in it, if ſo learned a 
Phyſician as you ſeem, ſhould ſee one of theſe poiſonous 
Muffins mixed before his Face, and then baked and buttered 
for his own Breakfaſt ! For you ſpeak as confidently as if 
you had ſtood by and ſeen the whole Proceſs of the Baker. 
k But, if to my great Aſtoniſhment, you do not bake your 
own Bread, how come you to eſcape the almoſt innevitable 
Danger of ſo fatal a Food. Why, my learned Friend! a 


— © 
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way 
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Penny Loaf of this, flipped in a Pottinger of Milk, would 


have been more dangerous to Apollo himſelf, than his Darts 
had been to the. Python.  Hſculapius likewiſe, would. have 
kick'd up his Trotters before he had half breakfaſted. And 


that old ION -eating King of Pontus, Dr. MrrnaipATES, 


would have found no Antidote for ſuch envenom'd Viands. 


15 your old Phraſe, ſay you, N N i ena 


c The Fluid that circulates thro? the veſſels of the um- 


bilical Region, in order to be for Nutrition, ought to he - 


mild and abſolutely deſtitute of acrimonious Juices ; but 
where Acidity prevails, it is very far from being actommo- 
dated to that ſalutary Purpoſe. Inſtead of nouriſhing, it 
ſtimulates, abrades, and carries away a Part of the Solids ; 
it corrodes, gnaws down and devillicates the extremely mi- 
nute Veſſels, to which thoſe of the Brain are above all 


others ſubject, whence a Train of thoſe frightful Symptoms, 


which are ufually call'd Nervous, as Deliriouſneſs, Convul- 
hae Epilepſies, Hyſteries, Comas, ot Watchfulneſs.“ | 


| Why, Doctor, if one Quarter of what you have aſſerted 

be true, our modern Loaves would be as fatal every Whit, 
as the forbidden Fruit was: And the Motto of every Ba» 
ker's Door ſhould. be, written in black n en 


for the Day thou eateſt hereof 


Thou walr ſure die. 


This one 'Cankderation will bring upon you. fuch a "Train * 


other Conſiderations and Queries, that I am thoroughly 
perſuaded, will ſtrangely non-plus your moſt fagacious 
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Velvet oi Firſt, Doctor, what dort 5 Bread Ss your 
City Bakers eat? Such certainly as their own Ovens do 
produce... Now wou'd that Corinthian Face of yours not 


bluſh. at the following Queſtion? Do you think. that any 


Baker in England would mix up Poiſon: for himſelf and 


Family ? Or can you imagine that whatſoever Bread he ſup- 


plies his Cuſtomers with, he avoids fwallowing any of it 
himſelf, with as much Cireumſpection, as 4 Doctor would 
one of his own Doſes ? No, no, my VN Cl vrTREAURF 
I date anfwer for it, chat the Whole is mix d together, and 
that they daily ſwallow more of their Bread, ſuch as you 
unwatrantably aſſert it to be, in one Day, that! your great 


Wiſdom would venture to do of Toe Won edi yt Boluſes 


in a Twelve- month. tn 24 a oy "63 * 9 55 


In another ſhort Paragraph; Ni moſt impuder 
villainouſly aſſure us, That you have ſeen a Quantity 
of Lime and Chalk, in the Proportion of One to Six, ex- 
tracted from this Kind of. Bread: but for. Fear the Lye 
Would be too apparent, you flily add, — Poſſible the Baker 
was not To expert at his Art to conceal it; the large Granules 
were viſibly enough : Perhaps a more minute Analyſis wou 


have produced a much greater Proportion of theſe 10525 
e oc e 510; ow Tere?) 


A. o * . * of 


7 — Na teneatis Ania 2 ah . Hon. 


Rest body and Mttepidiy advanced) ond I fuppoſs wo, 
wich your uſuil Negard to Truth. But you hardly conſider. 
«4. chat only allowibg: half 2 Fund more Line to have been 
diſcovered in each Loaf, by a more minute e Analyſis, your 
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Inhabitants of the City . London, would daily eat up more 


— Lime than, perhaps, all your Buildings that are about your 


Town. What an Advance muſt this make upon Lime ? 
And how odd muſt it look to ſee Loads of this Cement dri- 
ven by the Door of. the Maſon frequently, and inſtead, de- 
hiver'd i in as regular as the Sacks of Meal to the Baker '$ 


If 1 forget not, moſt marvelous Man! you have in "908 
gon, a finer Sort of Bread, call'd a Brick. Allowing then, 
as you have frequently advanced, that Lime is to make it 
look the finer, and whiter, this Brick muſt have a larger 
Proportign of this happy Compoſition, and when hardened 
2 little by Weather, myſt become as impenetrable as any of 
thoſe which conſtituted the Walls of Bahylon; for in Ovid 
the good Lady, the Foundreſs, is ſaid, 


Coftilibus muris cinxi iſe Semyramis urbem. 


That is, the ſurrounded the City with baked Wals. And 
don't you imagine, that after ſuch a Mixture of Chalk, 
Allum and Lime, had been ſufficiently hardened in an Oven, 
it would have ſtood firm in her Fortification ! Doubt leſs, 
Doctor, doubtleſs : Ay and much better calculated for that 
Purpoſe, than for the Staff of Life. . 


Now 1 mould be glad to know, bow Wings: the Bakers 
have ſet up their Brick-kilns, and have leſſen'd their Trade 
with Qucen-Hythe z for notwithſtanding all this Poiſon you 
make a Noiſe about, our Members of Parliament come from 
this dangerous Ppoiſon'd Town in as good Health as uſual, 
n on . 1 wan een 


750.1 


1 
a Hare, ſhew their Lungs t to be as found and as W 


as ever. 


According to this Scheme of turning Lime-ſtones into 
Bread, our Bakers do with Eaſe every Day, what on a cer- 


tain Time the. Devil would have puzzled. the-Deities to have 
performed as a Miracle. 


The Bills of Mortality FRE ail. i ws old Pond 
and the hungry Sexton makes as heavy Complaints as he did 
before the fatal Bakers, according to your modeſt Account, 


cConſpired againſt the Health of your City. Nay, of the 
general Reſource of People to London, we ſee no Alteration 


here on their Return, unleſs among the Young and Unwary. 
Some of theſe now and then have Reaſon enough to exclaim 
againſt the London Ovens. But is this any Reaſon you ſhould 
be continually diſclaiming in this Manner againſt an honeſt 
Sett of People that never injured you, or. the Publick ? Why 
do you keep railing at the Bakers with ſuch Virulence, and 
yet daily eat ot their Bread, and that too in Health and 
Safety ? For of all the Diſorders you ſay their Loaves pro- 
duce, you don't hint to us in the leaſt that you have felt the 


Lighteſt Symptom. 


am fully convinced therefore, that what you have ſo 
vilely advanced, is a Series of continued Falſehoods, calcu- 


lated to anſwer ſome dirty Deſign, for which you was moſt 


venally hired ; and which hereafter I ſhall take: more Notice 
of. And I know that at preſent London in the Phraſe of a 


' Phyſician, is now moſt ; unreaſonably healthy; yes, too 


2 
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healthy for you to live fairly on Fees : And therefore have 
taken upon you to write Libels for Bread. For was the 


Caſe otherwiſe, and you a Man of any Reputation, you 
| would certainly have ſomewhat elſe to do. 


Beſides, your Situation in Life, if your Abr Accuſa- 
tion of the Baker was true, would lay you under ſome Ob- 
ligations to them for introducing theſe freſn Diſorders, ariſ- 
ing from their male Practices, which muſt of Neceſſity en- 
creaſe yours. For Gentlemen of your Profeſſion thrive by 
PESTILENCE, as much as the Farmers do by Famine: There- 

fore you ought to have a greater Regard to your Benefactors, 
and have treated them with more Mildneſs and Diſcretion. 
What, Satan divided againſt himſelf, Doctor! how will this 
end ? The Devil himſelf we are told can't ſtand-this. There- 
fore you mult away with your PRacTICE, or your Pen, for 
thus dangerouſly ſituated your Houſe muſt fall. 


But in your next Aſſertion, 1 think you have ſomerhing 
not only horrible, as Shakeſpear ſays, to human Nature, and 
which you introduce too, with ſome Sort of Apology.— 
«© Nor are Allum,” ſay you, „Lime and Chalk, the only 
pernicious Mixture employed by the Artifice of Bakers to a- 
buſe the People with ; there is another Ingredient more 
ſhocking to the Heart, and if poſſible more hurtful to the 
Health of Mankind : It muſt ſtagger human Belief,” you 
ſay, and right, Doctor, ſo it does; and therefore you ſhall 
only juſt mention it to make it abhorr'd. It is avered by 
very credible Authority, that Sacks of old ground Bones are 
not unfrequently uſed by ſome of the Bakers, amongſt their 
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other Impurities, to increaſe the Quantity and injure the 


Quality of Flour and Bread. The Charnel Houſes of the 
Dead are raked, to add Filthineſs to the Food of the Living.” 


Credite-Poſteri! In the Name of Wonder, What could 


give you any Reaſon to think that this would ever, with the 


People that had the leaſt Capacity of reflecting, gain any 


Credit ? Why at this Rate a Man may happen to eat the 


Bone of his own Father's Noſe in a butter'd Muffin for 


Breakfaſt, and ſwallow the Os ſacrum of his Grannum in a 
Bread- Pudding for Dinner: A moſt happy Diſcovery this, 


Doctor, of yours, and was I lucky enough, which I am in 


a fair Way to be, to know your Name, it ſhould 


(> 


Si dy mea Carmina poſſent. ) 


be immortal : an odd Combination this moſt aſſuredly * 


the Baker and Sexton i in a League | 25 


3 Credat Apella Fudeus ! 1 
Non Ego. | Ivar. 


That there might be ſome Sort of Connection between 
the Sexton and the Doctor I never doubted ; 3 as they have 


an Opportunity of frequently playing into one another's 
Hands; but that the Baker ſhould have ſo dirty a Concern 


with him, is too monſtrous and unnatural, even to gain the 


| leaſt Share of Credit. Therefore, let an Enemy for once ad- 
_ viſe you, that if ever hence forward your Friend, that tempt- 


ed Eve to eat, and you to write a Treatiſe on Eating, ſhould 
ever be at you again to publiſh another abuſive, lying Pam- 
L 2 
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phlet, learn to fib with-ſome Diſcretion, and let Probability 
at leaſt be within View. | 


But inſtead of this you have. written Page after Page a- 
gainſt your on Conviction in particular, and that of Man- 
kind in general, without the leaſt Shadow, or Likeneſs of 
Truth, r Probability. 


18 this the Duty you owe your Country ? Confider whilſt 
you are prating in this Manner, you prove nothing againſt 
the injured Men you are calumniating; your bare Aſſertion 
can carry little Weight with it, when the Health of the 
Millions that you ſay languiſh in © Arthritic, Rheumatic, 
and Scorbutic Cacochimies,” are ſo many Evidences againſt 
you, and every Bit of Bread you daily ſwallow is a ſtrong 
Teſtimony againſt your Pamphlet, and plainly proves that 
you did not believe one Word you had written. Human 
Nature is never more defaced than when it appears in the 
Character of a Lyar! 


A cool deliberate malicious Lye !—The wiſe Man fays, 
that A Thief is better than a Man that is accuſtomed te 
lye ; but they both ſhall have Deſtruction to their Inheri- 
tance. The Diſpoſition of a Lyar is diſhonourable, and 
his Shame i is ever with him.” 


I queſtion not at all but that the Reader by this Time is 
fully convinced of your Regard for Truth, and ag Love 


for Virtue. 


_ Ogerunt peccare Boni virtutis amore. 
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This Author obſerves, that the Impious are in ſome Mea- 
ſure reſtrain'd from repeating their Villanies by the Fear of 
Puniſhment. But that the Well-diſpoſed tremble at the very 
Thought of Crimes, from their Love to that which! is right. 


SENECA wits deſcribing an honeſt Man, de bes it in the 
following Words: 


Vir bonus, quod bone? ſe fafturum putaverit, facie, etiamſi 
laborioſum erit: faciet, etiamſi damnoſum erit : faciet, etiamſi 
periculoſum erit. Rurſus, quod turpe erit non faciet, etfi pe- 
cuniam affert, etiam i Voluptatem etiami potentiam. Ab honeſto 
nulla re deterrebitur. 5 - 


An honeſt Man will neither be allured nor frightened from 
the Calls of his Conſcience ; let them dictate to him a Thing 
never ſo dangerous he will do it; be it attended with Fatigue 
unſpeakable, he will do it: Nay, though highly to his Pre- 
judice; he will do it: Nor can the moſt affrighting Danger 
deter him from the honeſt Purpoſe of his Heart; no, ſtill he 
will do it. How far wide then of this good Man muſt he be 
that can be bought to traduce, and hired to calumniate : And 
that too, a Sett of People to all Intents, innocent of the 
Crimes he has ſo foully accuſed them with, Nevertheleſs ca- 
lumniare fortiter & aliguid adherebit, lay it on ſtrongly, and 
ſurely ſome of the Dirt will ſtick ! doubtleſs, but this is a 
cruel Saying, and to be found in the Mouths only of them 


| that have hing Lips. 


But, moſt merciful Sir, the over· acting 15. Part Wa in 
a great Meaſure diſappointed your Plot, for not one ſcarce 


rea 

believes you : *Tis true indeed an old Woman here in the 
Weſt of England, hearing that Lime and Chalk would not only 
Innocently add to the Quantity, but alſo greatly inhance the 
Quality of the Bread, againſt the Day on which ſhe had in- 
vited ſome of her diſtant Relations, heated well her Oven 
for this happy Mixture; but lo! at the Time of drawing, 


Her Diſappointment to her Coſt was ſhewn, 
She look'd for Bread, and ſhe receiv'd a Stone. 


This ſet her upon providing other Sort of Loaves for her 
Kinsfolks, amongſt whom, on the fatal Day after Dinner, in 


Order to divert them, ſhe produced this merry Monument 
of her Folly : They laugh'd heartily, and it ended in break- 
ing up her Loaf with a Pick- axe, for no Knife, you muſt 
know, would touch it, and each pocketing a flinty Fragment 
of this new invented Brick. T herefore, believe me, my 
Friend and Phyſician, ſhould the Bakers at London but once 
croud their Ovens with ſuch a Compoſition as you have made 
up, the inraged Populace would not wait the flow Puniſh- 


ment of a legal Progreſs againſt them, but would immediately 
85 beat out their Brains with cheir own Bread. 


Nec lex eſt juſtior ulla | 
uam necis Alißces, arte perive ſus. 


"Mai before we quite ſhut up. this Affair of . let us 
hear what Dr. Moffet ſays on this Matter. Good Bread, ſays 
that eminent Phyſician, is a Food neceſſary to the Life of 
Man, that whereas many Meats be loath'd naturally of ſome 
Perſons, yet we never ſaw, read, nor heard 'of any Man, 


( 28 1 
that naturally hated Bread. The Reaſons whereof I take to 
be theſe : Firſt, becauſe it is the Staff of Life, without which 


all other Meats would quickly putrefy in the Stomachs, or 
ſooner paſs through them than they ſhould ; whereupon Cru- 


dities, Belly-Worms, and Fluxes do ariſe to ſuch Children or 


Perſons, as either eat none or too little Bread. Again, nei- 
ther Fleſh, Fruit, or Fiſh, are good at all Seaſons, for all 
Complexions, for all Times, for all Conſtitutions, and Ages 


of Men: But Bread is never out of Seaſon, diſagreeing with 


no Sickneſs, Age, or Conſtitution: And therefore truly 


call'd the Companion for Life. No Child ſo young but he 


hath Bread, or the Matter of Bread in his Pap. No Man 
ſo weak, but he ears it in his Broth, or ſucks it out of his 
Drink. It neither inflameth the Choleric, nor cooleth the 
Phlegmatic, nor over moiſteneth the Sanguine, nor drieth 
the Melancholic.—— Now if the Jews ordered the Ox chat 


treadeth out the Corn not to be muzzled, ſurely the Baker 


that maketh it into Bread ought to get a handſome Support, 


and to be treated with more Humanity than you, as a Chriſ- 


tian, had treated him. Now I could wiſh you had obſerved 
in what plain Language Dr. Mofet delivers himſelf. How 
eaſy to be underſtood ! I'Il warrant you would not have ſaid 
Pap on any Account in your myſterious Pamphlet; no, it 


muſt have been a farinacious Food; prepared by a lafteal De- 
coction; or, if you could have hit upon it, ſomething leſs in- 
telligible. Had any Baker within the Bills of Mortality but 
one tenth Part as much adulterated and poiſon'd his Bread, 


as you have our Language, he would have been acceſſary to 


[- 8 } 


his own Execution, by _ ſain = the Steam of his Oven's 
Mouth. 8 


Juſtitia ef omnium 1 &. reging. fe Og ejus 4 
nonximus ex ea boni viri vulgo Juſti appellautur. Juſtice, ſays 
Cicero, is of all Virtues the Miſtreſs and Queen, ſhe ſnines 
with a ſuperior Splendor. It is from her that Men who have 
had every other Virtue, have been rightly diſtinguiſhed juſt, 
as was Ariſtides among the Greeks, _ But this Goddeſs, Doctor, 
we ſee has no Charms for you. It is evident with what In- 
Juſtice you have treated the Bakers, and undoubtedly upon a 
fair Inquiſition we ſhall find that your righteous Dealing has 
not been more extenſive to the Cornfactors and Miller. 


The Farmer (ſay you) detains his Corn in his Store- 
houſe, that the Price may advance; the Corn- dealer engroſſes 
the Market; the Miller mixes the Flour with Abundance of 
Whiting, and the Baker does the ſame, with the Addition of 
more Ingredients ; ; he alſo increaſes the Price, and i impairs 
the juſt Weight of his Bread, which ſoon occaſions. all other 


Proviſions to grow dear in Proportion, and of Courſe, a 
Scarcity enſues. A N 


You may 8 me, W 1 am as gck of your fre- 
quent and tedious Repetition of your Lime, Allum, Chalk and 

dead Mens Bones, as if IJ had eaten nothing elſe this Week. 
Therefore having taken a Surfeit of it, ſhall drop it; and 
only aſk. you if the Farmers in our whole Iſland, could 
poſſibly agree together to riſe the Price? No, Doctor, you 
know better, this is too abſurd to have the leaſt Anſwer made 


— 


to it: rara eft-concordia fratrum. It is in another Place, 7h 


invented Banap. 


which fore-ran the Egyptian F amine; I fay, ſhould our year- 


our extenſive Iſle. The Fire of the Diſtillers is more fatal 


WWW 
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Shoe pinchts. Twould have been as plauſible to have bro't 
All the Raiſers and Dealers in Wool in England, Scotland, Ire- 
land and Malis, combining together to inhante the Price of 
that valuable Commodity ſo high, that our Goods ſhould be 


under- ſold at every Foreign Market; and thereby our moſt 
ineſtimable Manufactories ruined at home. 


This your Readers will no more ſwallow chan your new- 


.. aecredulus di. "IP 
Tis as appatent as the Noon-day Sun, that our Stores are 
exhauſted, and our Granaries empty; that there is little or 
no Corn in the Kingdom, beſides the Crop of the Year 1737: 
Tis true, the Dearth is a fafiitious one; but the Cauſe of 1 it 
is neither the Farmers, Mealmen, nor Millers but the de- 


vouring Diltillerp on the one Side, and an unregulated 


waſteful Exportation on the other. This will appear * 
from the Tucceeding Conſiderations, 4 


As to the Diſtillery, of Malt Spirits, as they fal fiy cath] it. 
Should Gop bleſs us with conſtant Crops, ſuperior to that 


ly Abundance double that Indulgence of Pharaob's, the Diſ- 


tillery itſelf, that only, that never-ſatisfied voracious Monſter, 
that Sphynx of our happy Harveſts, let her but looſe, and ſhe 
will deſtroy more than a Moiety of the Wheat and Barley of 


— 
* * 
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to our Corn Fields, than was Samp/er's Foxes and Firebrands 
to thoſe of the Philiftines. They only burnt down the Corn, 
© and the Miſchief ceaſed ; The/e, by a defiruftive and fatal 
Kind of Ghymiſtry, convert the whole Harveſt igto a Liquid 
Flame, which at laſt burns to Death, and eee the very 
LABOURERS of the FizLy, 


Impius bæc tam 9005 novalia Stillor babebit? 
Barbarus has ſegites ? en quo Stillatio cives 
Produxit miſeros! en queis conſevimus Agros ! 


Muſt we, for theſe Difillers plow and ſow, 
On theſe, on theſe, our happy Fields beſtow w? 
Alas! what dire Effects from Difillatian how! 


This is the grand Gluttony of Corn, In one of theſe ſmall 
Works the Growth of Counties is worked up, both of Barley 
and Wheat, in one Seaſon; and what was deſigned for Bread 
by Gop, by Man is converted into Poiſon; and ſuch a Poiſon 
that our preſent Age not only dies with it, but That to come 
muſt feel the fiery Effects of it too. The Farhrks eat ſower 
Grapes, and the Sons ſuffer for their Fault. Lock about you 
in your own Streets, Doctor, and I queſtion not but you'll 
find Thouſands with Bones as marrowleſs as thoſe in Ezekie!'s 
Viſion, Pale are their Faces as the Midnight Moon; with 
no Luftre in the Eye, no Roſe on their Cheek, nor Cherry 

in their Lip; nothing to diſtinguiſh them to the Eye from 

the Dead but their Motion; and nothing to the Touch, but 
the Heat, not of Nature, but of that Infernal Fire which the 

Diſtiller has lighted up within them! And this is made of the 


ut 


he 
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faireſt FRY and the fineſt Wheat, that our. Markets. 1 can 


produce. Heretofore, indeed Mair was the only Thing 


they drew this evil Spirit trom ; but they find now, the bet- 
ter the Corn, the greater their Advantage. Of this not one 
Third is malted, but the Mixture of theſe great Works is ac- 


cording to the following Proportion, taken from one of theſe 
3 in Miniature, as follows, 


Of the Beſt Wheat — — 18 Sacks 
e ee Barley — — 16 ditto 
Malt — 1 16 ditto 


This Bauble does not quite conſume Thirty Thouſand 


Buſhels per Annum. -But there is one on the Severn, of 


whoſe Swallow the following is the juſt Dimenſions, 73 
Quarters per Day, which, as- they daily work, amounts to 


3504 per Week, or according to the ſame . 
182,208 Buſhels per Year. 


'Yet this monſtrous Voracity is but crifling, very crifling 
inſtead of Trading; meer Dabbling inſtead of Dealing, in 


Compariſon to the Conſumption of many ſuperior Works in, 
and about London, of which we ſhall ON mention one, That 


at Deptford. 


The mighty Miſchiefs of theſe deſtructive Fi ires, 17 ever 


ſet to work upon Corn again, which may Gop forbid,” the 


wiſeſt Lzo1SLaTuRE cannot guard againſt; for a fa#itious 
Famine can as well be cauſed in ſix Days as in ſix Months, 


M 2 


- F ̃ͤ Feet om "ELARRTTT 5» +»: 
— —_ a — 
r 83 8 e 
\ 
* 


LE. 

though not ſo ſharply felt ; ; for at 4 ferent Places, and by 
different Agents, two Millions of Buſhels are as eaſily con- 
trated for as two Quarters; and this we will ſayat four 
Shillings per ] Buſhel. Now if ſuch a Quantity by theſe Mif- 
Chief-Makers of great Fortunes is engaged to the making of 
Brandy, what will there be left for making Bread? and 
what Price muſt that which is left yield? Why, till we are 
ſupplied from Abroad, ten, twelve, or fourteen Shillings 
per Buſhel. 'Tis true, the Legiſlative Power may ſay, you 
ſhall not work Grain after 'tis at ſuch a Price. But this is 
ſhutting- the Stable Door after the Horſe is ſtolen : What 
Quantities may they have worked up before the Scarcity is 
diſcovered, and when the Price is ſet on rolling, * _ 
Fees it will ſtand? F 2 var, 5 


If the Whol ſhould not oe 3 in this enn | 
Manner, the Quantities they have by them are ſold at a very 
advanced Price, or the 8 cry at their Gate in vain. 


Favs the Famine we ſee is here i in Embrio, while Corn is 


plenty, and at four Shillings but this InranT ScarciTyY 


ſtares us in the Face like a Giant, in a few Months; ſo quick 
is his Growth, when wwe ſhall cry for Help and there ſhall be none 
to deliver us! And theſe Famines we can make ourſelves, in 


| Spight of Gop's Bleſſings : And have lately brought it upon 


us to ſuch a Perfection, that we were almoſt in as deplora- 
able a State as a the unhappy Jews, pent up by ſo long a 
Siege. For to the Reproach of them that cauſed this rac- 
TITIous F ne I hope it will be long remembered: 


— 
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That the Children it Suckling's of the Poor Aeon | in "the 
Streets of our City. That the Infants cryed to their Mothers, © 
and ſaid, Where is our Corn and our Bread? When they ſwoon- Wy 

ed, as the wounded in the Gate! When their Souls were poured 
out into their Mother's Boſom! This DisT1LLERY alone can 
do. But when to this devouring Fiend, Exportation be- 
comes a Joint Partner! Then is the Land conſumed away; 3 
ſhe is covered with a Cloud, and mourneth : Or as Shakeſpear 5 | 
ſays, This is to cry, Havock and let flip the Giant Docs of | 
WanT. - 


| 

Not that I think Diſtillation and Exportation, ought en- | : 
tirely to be laid aſide; no, there ſhould be ever a due Re- i 
gard paid to the landed Intereſt; Wheat ſhould be kept as 6 
near as poſſible to forty Shillings, and Barley to twenty per 
Quarter; this would give the Poor a comfortable Loaf, and 


encourage the Ploughman enough at the ſame tha to 
whiſtle over the Jurrow'd Lands, 


From this Foxy of Fire, the kind 3 of the Land 
has for ſome Time delivered us: And if ever it is let looſe 
upon us again, Oh, may the ever watchful Guardians of our 
Good in Pity limit its Devaſtation ! May the faireſt Wheat 
of our once happy Ifland never again become a Prey to it 


And if our Barley muſt be ſacrificed ! may it be made to ls OO 
contribute to the Revenue as much as poſſible firſt ; and may | 
not one Grain of it be fermented that has not paid a Malt 5 


Duty. Thus ſome Good might come as it were out of Evil; 


and this would be obliging the Devil himſelf, as it were, to 
do us ſome Service. 


4 86 1 „„ 
bl could deer with that the Gentlemen,. whoſe Fortunes are 
now engaged 'in Fermentation, had other Employments, equally 
advantageous to themſelves, and leſs injurious to the Community. 
I doubt not but there are a great many worthy Gentlemen thus 
unfortunately diſpoſed of : To theſe I now addreſs myſelf, —T, bat 
if any of my Sentences in Regard to them ſeem to have too bitter a 


Period; let them conſider, tis the Art I exclaim againſt, not the 
Men: And as a farther F be it pleaded in ”y Behalf, 


4 


Vicit amor Pia 


"Twas thus, and thus, the Love of my CounTay made 
me ſay. | | 
The next great Enemy the Poor has, and that in its 
Turn, contributes to make an artificial Scarcity, is Expok- 
TATION, and that with a Bounty; by which Means one 


Part of my Countrymen are too much encouraged to ſtarye 
the 880 | 


Thee avaricious 1 e Rh FA to be poor, 
mereileſsly ſweeps off, what the Diſtiller has left, till the 
deauteous ſmiling Face of PIENTY i is ſeen amongſt us no 
more. But, oh! fad Sight the pale meagre Viſage of Fa- 
mine ſucceeds in her Room, introduced by the griping 
| Hand of ExPORTATION. | 


And this ſucceeds Diſtillety, 10 our great comfort, as of 
old, the Locvusr did the PALMER Worm; the Former and 
theſe are never ſtop'd till the People are almoſt ſtary'd.— 


ts 11 


is true that the Poor cry when they ſee this Monſter at 4 


Diſtance: But the Mighty in the Land have not Ears to 
hear him, Eyes to ſee him, or Hands to faſten up it's 


Mouth, "till Want come among them as an armed Man, 


and Famine like nm * a Woman! in Travail. 


2 queſtion not but the Deſign of Bounties were SY, 
and that the original -Application was juſtifiable and right. 
Moſt certainly the chief Aim of them was to encourage a 
Demand for our Goods at foreign Markets, by enabling us 
to ſell as cheap or cheaper than othgrs ; but to fix the true 
Value of any Thing, the Quality as well as the Quantity 
muſt be taken into Conſideration. But for Want of that 


Conſideration, that which ſhould be our Iſland's Comfort, 


becomes its Curſe. The Corn-Trade is certainly a moſt 
valuable one, and to hint any Thing that might hurt it, is 
not only unpopular, but unpardonable; yet to ſay that it is 
ill managed, and not made the moſt of, and that the Boun- 
ty is moſt highly abuſed, is true, apparently true, beyond all 
Conteſt; and this is highly worth the moſt attentixe Conſi- 
deration of the wiſeſt of Parliaments. 


When we TY into Hiſtory, we ſhall find that it has 
ever been the adopted Maxim of the People beſt governed, 
not to diſpoſe of the Produce of their Country, till they 
have manufactured it to the higheſt Degree. And why 


ſhould not we Britons act altogether as wiſely? In Regard to 
our Coin, to our Iron, Copper, Tin, &c. we conſtantly do 
this: Nay, in our Woollen we export the fineſt Cloths ; nor 


18) 


7 Kg any Manufactory of Europe at Gran Markets cotfi- 
mand ſuch a Price. Why then ſhould not the ſame Ad- 

vantage attend our Corn? Why is not our Harveſt manu- 
factured before it is exported, to the higheſt Degree? In- 
ſtead of being ſent abroad in ſuch a manner that it muſt be 
a Reproach to our Skill, or our Honeſty? For every Quar- 
ter we diſpoſe of, at diſtant Markets, proclaims the Mer- 
chant that exports it either a Fool. or a Raves as will 
hereafter t too May On. 


Should the Legiſlator once -fo * n this.» as to make 
an Act that no Corn mould be ſent hence, but what had 
been thoroughly manufactured; Foreigners then would be 


obliged to pay for the Art and Labour of Thouſands * 
0 . | 


For Inſtance; if all Wheat for Eat before it went 
Abroad was to be ground, dreſs'd, and then put into Sacks 
or Caſks, of our on manufacturing, as the FFench do, it 
Would furniſh Employment for vaſt Numbers of our moſt 
uſeful People. The Landlord and Tenant of Corn-Mills, 
the Miller, the Carpenter, the Smith, the Brazier, the Mill- 
wright, with the numerous Traders and Artificers the Ex- 
porter is of, Neceſſity connected with. The Grower, the 
Buyer, and Comber of Wool; the Spinner, the Weaver, 
the Maker and Manufacturer of Bolting or Dreſſing Cloths; 
the Hemp dreſſer, the Spinner, the Weaver, the Maker 
and Trader of Sacks, do actually ſhare amongſt them, and 
receive in the Whole more for every Quarter of Wheat- 


5 * 10 J ir 
1 3 n in Sacks; of our on nnn 


| thanis;allotied by che Government for the Exporter. And 
the Offal ariſing from Corn thus manufactured, would fatten 


Thouſands of Hogs, for the OP. in a HO. w_ * 5 


perior to the Diſtillers, Watb. i 6 nt Gl 


© Relides, ix Buſhels ad a Hat of 1 W 30 ane no more 
than one Sack of Flour; ſo that un manufactured, the Go- 
vernment pays a Debenture of one Third more than is ne- 


ceſſary, that is, for meer Brays. How many thoufand Pounds 


in a. Lear in this one Article might be ſaved? Though. the 


125 Quantity of Food ſhould annually be ſent to foreign 
Markets z eſpecially when we conſider the Danger of the 
Seas, the ſpringing a Leak, or ſhipping Water by any other 


Accident; or ſhould the Veſſel be ſtranded, and the Cargo 
of. F lour be under Water for- ſeven Days, it would not te- 


ceive as much Damage as the Wheat in ſeven Hours. It is 
well known that our Wheat is ſown in too norchern. 2 Clime 


to be dried and hardened enough by the Sun in a Voyage. 
On which Account, many a Cargo though much wanted at 


foreign Markets, has been thrown overboard; when at the 
ſame Port, had this Suecour been ſent to them in Flour, it 
would have ſold perhaps equal, if not ſuperior: to any there. 


For all Countries juſtly and freely acknowledge that the ma- 


nufacturing of Corn into Flour, is brought to 2 greater Per- 


feRion in England chan in any other Parts whatſoever. - Our 


Improvement in Flour- making is much ſuperior to the Eſti- 
am well aſſured that our Mills for bolting and grinding, are 
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pigight 46 ſech Pepfeivi at os profes Think Mars our: 
Ms aLMEN, to their great Credn be it ſpoken, make as much 
Fd ur out of twenty Biiſhels of Went, and full as good, as 
cher Fathers did but of twenty- one. 
5 to cauſe Art ſo far as to aſſiſt Nature that the Mealinen' 's 
_ - $kill fairly roduces what the Fields has denied; as the In- 
Hhabitants of N 
Millions, two. Hundred and tightly Thouſand, nine Hun- b 

dred and Fife w „ | 


our ffland_ are generally computed at eight 


; A Ts 


Tuts 1 could with the Phiſctiann 4811 che mo 


never have been done, had not Men öf Fortune, to the great 

Advantage of their Country, adventured in the Ms Al. Trade, 
and at hazardous and great Expetices, brought their Mills to 
| i advantageous a Perlen. Therefore it greatly behoves 
the wile Senate of our Nation, that this uſeful Set of Men 
be at all Times fupported; and their Mills and Corn moſt 
| ftrenuaufly protected againſt Wrong and Robbery, and their 
Perſons ever watchfully p en from the 520 Infolence of 


* 
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a bloody rhefcllefs Keul. een en 1 a 


| Fpr i 3 Souls can 0 el ed with | 
| 2 Number of Buſnels of Went as twenty of old uſed 
to be, What is this but to add an One- und- twentieth. every 
Tear wthe general Stock, and to repleniſh, ks it were, the 
e : 'Fidur of dur Land without 2 Maracue, : Twould be: Well 


worth 'while for che Lovers of their Country: to conſider 


2 what a ſurpriſing Advantage this muſt be to the whole King- 


dom, ata Time when our Crops are not ſo heavy as at other 


Seaſons, thus artificially to fill the Buſhel ſo many thouſand | 


And whit is this but 


't# 
Times thoxe 2 thes they cool formerly have done it, / Surely 
the Advantage of manufacturing thus the Corn of the whole 


Nation, muſt be greatly conſiderable. And in juſt 1 
"_ gelen me N again) * . 


3 The ieee of our iſe, 


As to ; Be einge DO bah beſtow te 
F ortune in the Time of Plenty and Abundance, by laying 
up large Quantities of Corn, not to create, but as far as hu- 
man F orelight can, prevent, a a future Famine. To theſe 


Men i in their Turns too, is our Nation moſt highly obliged. 5 
Store- -hauſes, Granaries, &c. E ſuppoſe the Being of ſuch 


as theſe Men of old; and Hiſtories both holy and pro- 


phane ſet forth their Uſefulneſs, By the Foreſight and Care | 
of. one of theſe, we are told in the Old Teſtament, that, not 


SY 


only the Land of Egypt, but the Lands alſo citcumjacent, 
were in the Time of a ſeven Years Famine, ' wholly pre- 
ſerved. For this laying up of Corn of his, you may read 
what Opinion his King had of him, you may ſee in the 


And Pharaoh /aid unto bis Servants (ſpeaking of Fo/epb his 


and then fold it out to the People) Can we find ſuch a one as 


ble be ruled, only in the Throne. will I be * than 150. — 
e e N2 1 | 
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early Hiſtories of the Sons of Men, in the following Words; 
.Connractor,. for we find it was He, that firſt laid it up, 
this is? Then turning again to this wonderful Counſellor, | 


he ſays, There is none ſo diſcreet and wiſe as thou art: Thoy ö 
Halt Be over my Houſe, and according to thy Word ' ſhall my Pee- 
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And Pharaoh 1 off bis N mee bis Hand, and put it. „ 
Joſeph's Hand, and arrayed bim in Veſtures of fine Linen, and 
Put ia Gold Chain about bis Neck. I could heartily: wiſh that 

the Merchants of theſe Times were as provident as they were 
of old. And that publick Granaries were appointed by 
every Government; How ſerviceable this would be to a 
Commonwealth, the ſuperior Maxim 1 408 Naw Bexs and 
| n annually _ n 


ot heſe.i in the Time N. Plenty "EK every | OY a Part of 
| the Harveſt againſt the Days of Hunger, and their future 
5 Famine. The King of the Hive is for ever ſurveying their 
Labours, and the Subjects moſt chearfully « contribute to the 
publick Good. - When we copy the Cares of this Common- 
wealth, the King then becomes more deſervedly dear to us, 
Js diſtinguiſhed by the moſt tender Appellation of the Fa- 
THER: or HIS. Couxrxv; for like the kind commiſſerating 
"2 Parent of a private F amily, He giveth us our Meat in dus Sea- 
Jen; ; be openeth his Hand, and ue ere. filled with Good. The 
Subjects then, that, in ſome Meaſure, ſupply his Place, 
1 and at the Riſque of their private Fortunes, for the publick 
Good, fill up the ſeeming. Vacancies of the Royal Duty, 
ought 1 to be treated with particular Regard. For whoever 
© will enquire into the State of the City « of Bals ror, in our 
late Artificial Famine, will find that had nor theſe neceſſary 
Men thought more of us than we did of ourſelves, the 
Poor muſt inevitably have periſhed, and even the induſtrious 
Tradeſman ſtruggled hard ſor Bread. Yet theſe are the very 
Men you vilify without Reaſon, and rail at without a Cauſe. 
But whilſt I am Sootluding, I hs that you are SO + fo 


* 
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1 of wecunß wich Juſtice, to fly year City. That the . 


Magiſtracy having taken proper Notice of your malicious 
Invectives, and called on you fot ſome Proofs for what you 


had ſo falſly and impiouſiy advanced, "you was obliged to 


own the Whole à LV E, by making your Eſcape from the 
Ton 1 into the Country where your Obſcurity 1 is now your 


Refuge. There, may you”? be öbliged to ſtay till Poverty 5 


urges you to aſk the Injured Pardon, by making you ſenſi- 


ble of your Crime. And then may a moſt folemn and ſeri- 
ous Recantation be me ly" Terms by your Re. admiſſon. 


The” ee * 0 E M, 


55 07 ihe 1 5 happy Situation of Mr. Pack- 5 Country Seat 


in Gloceſterſhire, near the City of Bals rel, Built according 
to bis own Plan, is bumbly inſerib d to "ha 77 Far 6 Gentle- 


7 man, by bis School-Pellow and Friend. 


NHALL Porr s fair Foreſt fouriſh i in his """Y 
And triumph o'er the bafffd Winter's Rage? 
Muſt Cooptsx's-Hill;”when ſung by Drennan s Muſe, 


©  Ir's long lived Oaks to raging Time refuſe? 


6: And thou, oh Baxron-Lovpce! remain ſo long, 
Untun'd in Verſe, and unadorn'd in Song? 

. No,—in my Lays, like Mandſor ſhall be ſeen, * 
Ki Unfall u thy Leaves, and permanent thy Green. 


Very little bye. Sweet Box built on a beantiful Eminence, on the * 
of the Wood. a 


* 


be rich Paſtorev0n both. Sides the Aron, * Kis 2 4 2 


40 1 


'Ob knew Architect! who rd contrive, EW 
That Beauty, with Convenience thus ſhou'd muive! 
Within thy narrow Walls, together meet, 

All that's commodioys, elegant and ſweet; 

Where Harmony and Grace are ſeen to nile, 

Tho' far more large and lofty be the Pile 

Of gorgeous Divas, yet thy Gueſts ſhall find 

A warmer, Welcome and a Hoſt more kind: 2. 

| To ſhew his Houſe, and not his Heart He's a 
Praudly to bid the Traveller co ß 

What tho' no gilded Roof, no filken Bed | 
With thee ſupports the weary Strangers Brad 5; + 7, 
Let in thy Villa lodg d well pleas'd hell fee © WE 3 


The WP and the Charms of Necengy:- 


Health is the Salt of Life ; it's fure to 6 
A Reliſh to each Morſel we receive 1 

. bleſ#d with that, each merry Meal is Tweet, 
En coarſeſt Viands then are favory Meat! op y 8 
Whilſt the fick Stomach loaths what er ſhall come, 
And turns from richeſt Feafts, the Honey-Corgb; 
The Lofs of Appetite, who can repine 
Round ſuch a Hill, in ſuch,an Air as thine ? 

That Air in which the happy, heary Swain 

His eightieth Vear does vigorouſly attain 
Unwora. wih Langner, and unvex'd with Pain,” 
Lo! from thy Lodge, what vatious Proſpects riſe ; 
Here Fields of Corn with Pleaſure meet our Eyes, 
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| There in nch Paſture „uns _ appear, 
And well fed Oxen bleſs the Maſter's Ear ; 

' Whilſt on Avona's Bank the Mower blyche, | 

Juoydus of ſuch Crop betunes his Scythe: 

Avon, whoſe gentle Stream does ſmiling hs. 
Thro' other fertile Counties in her >. 
Counties, whoſe Land may be both rich and fine | 

But Glofter! richer is that Land of thine: 

Sweet Ovip ſung t that Oaks of theretofore, + ; 

In ſcanty Sort, wild yellow Honey bore. T 

Tuns after Tuns, thy Oak did once produce, 92 . 

0 Sugars as {weet and much more fit for Uke,. 5 

Oh happy Trees of you it may be laid, N 

Tou bore this Crop of Wonder tho“ when dead, 

Hail favorite Forreſt! whilſt unfell'd thy Wood, 

A Magazine to neighb'ring Towns it ſtood. 

The freezing Peaſant, and, his Lord the dane, e 
Felt equal Comforts round thy chearful Feet. 
Till with the ſounding As fatal Stroke, DO 
© . The injur d Grove confels'd its Want of Oak, „„ 

Ve Foreſters, Oh whither will you fly. 

In this Diſtreſs? what Remedy is waht. 

Bewilder'd F olks are often at a Stand. 4 
When a prevailing Remedy's at hand 4 
Guided by Providence the Joyous g ; 4 
And ferch up Fire rebundant from below... Oy „ — 


; Authors ny that che rſt $hij bunt! in Kue, were from the Tim- 
ber ot e and not ti of Dear, Fic 


U FL. — 5 


| 
| 
| 


In early Times how few the Men were W 
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| Where in Küken Beds n 
Enough even diſtant Regions to fupply, 


For, Coals exchang d from flaming King ſwood's * Soil, 
Bleſs their black Lords, u with Corn; and NN and Oil; 


What Loads of Riches we in "Briſtol meet, 
And ſable Yeomen, roar in every. Street; | * aft 


Each Artizan by Turns his Produce ſhares | £ 


And gladly barters for the Colliers Wares ; "Ig 5 : 
Proud, in the bitter Times of F roft and 8 . , 
What Kingſwood Kern does his own Merit know?. 4 


E. 1 


1 


Butchers and Bakers then, with all their Soul... 


Will fondly truck their Beſt of Wares for Coal x 


With Teeth ſo white our coal- black, Merchant comes, 
Aloud demands the Tribute of our Loo ms. 
Then! in his Sack quite naſty, is it flung 114 * 
And careleſsly a croſs his Shoulders ſwung... N » b n 
What Money can, chat can theſe Collier . 

Le Sons of India, this is their Peru, 2 ; dive | 

For Gold and Silver i it produces too. St i 


* 


To ſkirt that Foreſt, or to croſs that Green: | 4 21 


To ſavage Beaſt the flying Hart a Prey, 


To ſavage Hunters, much more fierce than wt: 


Joyleſs and lone, beni Shted Strangers ae 
By none directed, thro? this dreary Waſte, 
How chang' d the Scene! how, ee 8 to. our r- 


A Thouland n e e 3 | 


FR 
| Where the inſatiate * Wolf was want to prowl, 
And ſcare th' unhappy Pilgrim with his Howl. 
There now the friendly Voice of. Man you 1 

Who chearfully ſalute the liſt' ning Ear; 
But yet the reaſoning * Slaves, alas, we find - i 
To every Thing celeſtial wholly blind, 5 5 
How groſs their Ignorance! their Hans how dark | | 
No Ray of Light was ſeen, no heavenly Spark! . 
But when a modern Druid did enquire... 
How fad their State, He ſtrung his ſounding Lyre; 1 
Around his ſounding Lyre, the Miners thrung, 
Charm'd with his Voice, they bleſs'd him as he ſung; 
He ſang of Paradiſe, the happy State, 5 
Then ſweetly mourn'd our fallen Parents' Fate: 
But how the wond' rous Bard his Voice did raiſe ? 
How tun'd his Chords, to fing his Saviour's Praiſe? 
„The ready Strings were joyful ſeen to ores 
Whilſt in his lofty Lays he ſung his Love : 
Who waſt deſcended from the Realms on high” 1 
And left the happy Manſions of the Sky! | 
Who did the ceaſcleſs Joys of Heaven forego, 
For Shame, Revilings, Penury and Woe! | N 4 
Who did exchange the Muſick of the Spheres, | = 
For human Wailings, and a Vale of Tears! 
Who laid his great Omnipotence aſide 
Homme a "Child TR us, 75 for us 1 1 e 


Our Forreſts were any full of WoLvss, which hed bith | 
Hunger, would fall.on and deyour the unhappy Traveller. „ | 
The King fwoed Men were as ignorant as the Hottentors of the Cape, j 
"ill Ul humaviz' by the 9 Pains of 2 args 28888 | Fe | 1 


faſtened to his Tail in order to imitate the Ship's Motion; thus deluded, 


L 98 
Theſe wondrous Things, Oh cu were done by 
„ 
To fave our hapleſs Race {Wor Miſery : > 
Oh happy Day! oh moſt ſtupendous Birth 
In Heaven is Gladneſs, and Good-will on Earth. 
Tb' attentive Wood was raviſh'd as he ſung, 
And Truths Divine came mended from his A 
« Vidtorious Tenderneſs ! it all overcame ; | 
Colliers look'd mild, and Savages KEW tame. "*r 
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To the 1 act Thieves of st. on, in 
CosN WALL. hh 


An Aides Gentlenian latch caſt _ on thi merci Conf, 


SENDETH GREETING, „ 

AIL you! moſt harden'd of 95 lt Kind. 
From whom the Wretched, Help nor Pity find. 

Againſt another's Woes, your Hearts you arm, 

Laugh at the Tempeſt, and enjoy the Storm. 

Well pleas'd, you watch the lab'ring Veſſel toſt, 

And ſhout to hear her 'daſh'd upon your Coaſt, 

Nay, ſhou'd the Winds relenting at their Woe, 

Lull, but a while, more merciful than you ; 

By falſe deluding Lights,* you make a Grave, 

For them the appealed Tempeſt fain wou'd faye. ; 


They tie up 2 Horſe's Leg along their rocky Shore, Wich a Candle 


the poor unhappy Crew * Or, Would they to ſave their Lives climb 
ay ag 


dle 
ed, 
mb 
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View with Delight the Wretches you miſled, 
And overjoy'd next Morning ſtrip the Dead. 
With Rapin ſieze the injur'd Merchants Store, 


Then bleſs your Guile that led them to your Shores 


So Satan tempts the wand'ring Sons of Men, 


With pleaſing Scenes, till ſafe within his „ 
Then grins malicious o'er their ſad Deſpair, 
Charm'd with thoſe dear Deceits that brought them there: 
Your Land had many Sajats but thoſe are dead, b 
And Devils now are reigning in their Stead; _ 
Yet hear my Vows|!, ye Fiends, your Lives renew, | 
For Devils once could hear and tremble too. 
Reſume the Mercy that you long have loſt, 
Nor tempt the Midnight Stranger to your Coaſt. 
And if kind Pity can touch ſuch a Breaſt. 

| Inſtead of murd' ring, ſuccour the Diſtreſs d:. 

Then may old Charon ſo direct his Oar, 
7 hat Cernifp Men g's reach a Mae Shore. 


cheir 1 FL 1 too 8 8 on the Sls of them, 
by theſe unrelenting Boors; ufing the Crew worſe than che Devil of old, 
did the _ of Tb, without leaving one to ſay to the plunder'd Merch- 
ant, I only am eſcaped alone to tell thee.” _ 

* Moſt of their Sea- port Towns being dedicated to ſome Saint, which 


made a merry Tar ſay, that eſcap'd their Treachery, "FR were more 


Saints in. Cornwall, thay Corpiſh ) en in Heaven. | 
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Sent 16 my Son oY bis Wi fe 125 re . round the 
| Stems of two Roſes, that grew together. 1 


IBSERVE, my Dears, this double Roſe, 
| The mutual Sweets of Marriage ſhews ; 
po How fondly twine they on one Stem, 
May You my Children grow like them! 
Together ſtill, ſtill fragrant be 
The Glory of your Parents Tree; . 
And when ſome Scores of Summers Dew, 
Has overblown my Sam and You, 
Then may your falling Leaves declare 
How bleſt, how ſweet, your Bloſſoms were. 55 


KOO OR KWOK 


TWrote, not Extempore, but i in an Hour, whilf the Nurſe went 
tothe  Baſket-Maker, for the Child's Chair. 
- CCEPT, dear Jem, this little, Chair, ages | 
An Emblem of thy Father's Care, 
| Whotoils to ſee his Boy ſupply'd 
With whatſoe er he wants beſide. 
May each Diſeaſe the Learned name, 
That racks the little Infant' s Frame, 
Far from this Chair, my dear One fly, 
Far, as the Centre from the Sky; 
Far, as from Peace the haughty Breaſt; | 
Far, as the troubled Sea from Reſt; 
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Far, as from Indolence the Bee; | 
Far, as my Heart from lighting Thee. 

May nothing vex thy little Mind, 
May to thy Wiſh thy Nurſe prove kind, 
Fondly thy Infant Wants ſupply, - 

And watch Thee with a Mother's Eye; 
No Hours of Anguiſh may'ſt thou ſee, 7.4 
May Health and Joy play round thy Knee, 
And Infant Smiles for ever grace 
| The manly Beauties of thy Face, 

Till Time ſhall ripen Thee to Man, 
And waſted is thy Father's Span: 
Then to his Age mayſt thou repay, 
The Care he ſhew'd thy op'ning Day; 
May thy ſtrong Arm ſupport thy Sire, 
As feebly tott'ring round the Fire, 
Conduct him to his Wicker Chair, 
And guard him as he flumbers there: 

Till Nature no more Life ſupplies, 
3 And Weeping thou ſhalt cloſe his Eyes. i odds 
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To the Ungrateful Mr. S- s, who ran from his Bail, ( my 
Friends) but Was taken, and noꝛo Pines i in Jail. 


W 
ANGER, a Dog of ſpecial Scent, 

That made his Way where'er he went: 

Each Neighbour's Cupboard held his Prey, 

If * did not turn nike Key; 5 
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WY 
And Dor her N egligence deplores, 
If but unlock'd ſhe leaves her Doors. 
Where'er the Children fed he haſted, 
And took great Care that naught was waſted ; 
So keen was he for ev'ry Crumb, 

| Young Maſter hardly ſav'd bis Thumb, 
Yet mavgre all his ſharking Skill, 
By Day he ne'er came at his fill; 
This made him ramble ey'ry Night, 
To ſatisfy his Appetite NR 
But ſcamp'ring jn the Dark 7—— 51 
Unluckily he miſs'd his Road ; _ 
»Twas then the thieviſh Rambler fell, 
O fatal Tumble! in the Well. g 
Almoſt as dark was that ſame Night : 

As As“ Conſcience, but not quite, 
For his, is or 2 blacker A 
Than e' er benighted Egypt knew. 

The Cur in ſo forlorn a Station 
Set up a woeful Ejaculation, TO OA | 
Rous'd all the Neighbourhood around, 

Not one to pity him was fund: 
Unhappy Ranger ! wretched Fate 75 

Ta have the univerſal Hate. 

Eager he bark'd whilſt he had strength, 

But to no Purpoſe, till at length; 

Quite wearied out and wanting Breath, 
And:almoſt ſinking down to Death, 


*'& worthy Gentleman, who | bein diſcharg'd from Newgate by Sir 
P s Charity, went directly to mob is Party, and ſwore he 
wou' dd have voted againſt him had he * a Voice. : 


bs * 


1 1 


Some Farmer lent his helping Hand, 
And brought the Dog quite up to Land, 
From whence Aſtrologers profound, 
Gueſs Ranger was not to be drown d; © 
Tho? their Fore-knowledge be but fight, 
Theſe Folks ſometimes are in the Right ; 
As ſhall appear, if we are able, oo 
In the Concluſion of this Fable. | 
For lo the Cur, when once he found 
Himſelf ſafe landed on dry Ground, 
Pretends he Reaſon had to think, 
The Friend that hawl'd him to the Brink, 
Squeez'd ſomewhat hard, /o turn'd about, 
And bit the Hand that help'd him out. 
A ſad Dog this! The Farmer ſaid, 
Slipping an Halter o'er his Head, 
Then ſwung him on a neigbouring Tree, 
And left him — as thy Friends have thee. 
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T HE 
Fatal DREAM: Or, The Unhappy Favourite, 
An ELE G Y. 


NORTE, "NENT VR MEDI VO Wis alia funda 
ent 4 Lachrymis— — Uno. 


EEPING Melpomene aſſiſt my =" 
— 1 nn Tyſey mourn and praiſe, 


Wa 
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Deny'd thy Aid what Bard preſumes to tel 
How lov'd he liv'd, or how lamented fell ! 
Come, then thou, mournful Siſter of the Nine, 
Come, aid this plaintive, elegiac Strain! 
So ſhall my Verſe to future Times deplore 
The beauteous, breathleſs Ty/ey, now no more. 


Ve little happy Brutes, on whom the Fair 
Beſtow their Morning and their Evening Care; 
That rob the injur'd Lover of his Bliſs, 


And lick thoſe Lips, he ſcarce preſumes to kiſsj; 


| Whoſe ſhaggy Limbs too often do ſupply, 
The Place where hapleſs Damon ought to lie. 
Hear Ty/ey's Fate! O ſhun the tempting Snare! 
And by his Ills forewarn'd your own beware. 


BR TT juſt now had waſh'd my little Ty/e, 
And dry'd him on a Cloth, ſo clean, ſo nice! 
Had dandled him an Hour upon her Knee, 
And from his little Noddle pick'd each Flea, 


Had comb'd, and kiſs'd, and danc'd this fineſt Spark, 


That e'er did wag a Tail, or ever bark. 


Cock'd was this Tail of his, his Skin was Snow, 
Conſcious he ſtrutted like a very Beau, 
And BETTY to adorn his ſhaggy Neck, 

With Crimſon Velvet did the Spark bedeck, 


Then brought him to her ſleepy Madam's Bed; 


And on her which Boſom laid his Head. ay 


* 


f 1031 


8 inpocently decked, che Lambleis ie, 
Till breathleſs on the Altar ſtretch'd he dies. 
For, fo! poor Tyſey in a hapleſs Time, 


By wand'ring Southward to ſome \ warmer cum, 5 


Unluckily had left thoſe Hills of Snow, | 1 
And dy'd a Martyr in the Vale below. 

For Morpheis, God of Dreams, who now! polar 
With warmeſt Images her Virgin Breaſt, 

Preſented NIuROD *'to the burning Dame, 

| Nimgop that mighty Hunter of the Same. 


Charm'd with the Form "R unreſerved Maid, 


Her evety ripenꝰd Beauty opeſ laid. 
Freely admits him to her glowing Breaſt, 


But Maidens this was only in a Dream * 


18 in the Balm of Love, ch ITY my Smart | 
Still nearer yet, and nearer to my Heart 
The panting Virgin 'cry'd, then ſtrongly thrice, _ 
Within her lovely Thighs embrac'd poor Tſe. 
The little Brute unable to ſuſtain 


Such ſtrong Conyulfions and fuch mighty: Pain, 145 
here ChLOE een 


2 5 


On the dear Spot expir d. 
And finding the Deluſion weeping ſpoke: 

Hear, Delia, hear, oh Dian, give thy Aid, | 
And * in Pity help, thy ET Maid. lod 
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* A Country "Squire that courted . 
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Till the unri bald Youth' Had all poſſeſs C. 1 
Fully ſhe's bent to quench her am'rous Flame; 1 — 


iy 
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When the faift Antelope mall looks his Speed; 
When rural 'Squires ſhall Lock and MI rox read; 1 
When Doctors mall look great in little Wigs; EM 


When our grave Koe Hornpipes dance and Jigs ; ; 


When Hog woop > 4 is Fiddle plays « one Tune 
When ſkeeting ſhall divert us here in June; 1 

Then, only then, ſhall my dear T: woo | be 

Forgotten by! his Hl PENELOPE . 


* — 


An Invitation t to a young, Lady 0 writ Verſe 


OM E 8 come and re, 1 
Thro? the fragrant flow ry Way, 
That leads to Pindus, why afraid, . 
My trembling, modeſt, bluſhing Maid; 
When tliou ſhalt come with Voice ſo'Thrill, _ 
Our Maids will hail'thee from their Halt * 
Caught with that Jaunty Air of thine, © 
They'll ſurely think thee of the Nine, 
And Clio peeping from above, 

Shall ſwear by Citpid, God of _ 
If have Eyes it muſt be the, | 
Aye 'tis — *tis our Calli; 
Who happen'd to be gone ths while 2 
To 852 the Laureat of 5 * | 


. 1 ; 


very Reverſe of ene = 5 


& The Lady who fo fondly wept oY, has pe nue A 


* 


Fwy 
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With Tropes of Eloquence to ſit 

The Arms of Britain, and her 8 Ca 
But if by Chance on nearer View; © 
They find my Maid *twas only you. - 
-- They'll vex, that Four ſhou'd fo-confine © © 
The Muſes to the Number Nine; 

They'll pout all Day I know they gh 


Till you come ſcamp ring to the Hill. 


a * 0 
00 0 O Oc G 


7 he Young Lady s AvoLooy for not accepting the 2 oy 


HOULD Dera with your Praiſe elated, > 
Snatch at the Hook fo finely baited. 
And with deluſive Hopes pretend, 
The Hill of Pindus to aſcend, 
Wou'd not the Muſes wond' ring ſay? 
This Stranger ſure, miſtakes the Way, 
Till ſhe preſents your Billet-deaux; | 
Which, when they find it comes from you 
Their deareſt Minion, choiceſt F riend, 
To welcome her they'll condeſcend. 

But Ah! the Error ſoon they'll nd, 
Too rudely poliſt'd 1 is her Mind, : 
With little Fancy, Taſte, no Skill, 25 

TOES ſend her ſcamp'ring from their c Hil. 
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TR BARBER: 8 Wile vel! dim d: 
0 R, 
Gentle  RQBBIN and Rule MOLL. 
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"6 Imitation of Mr. OLpnan's peculiar Manner. 


Ye Muſes ſhun me, while I write the Fray Y 
Rage: and War's Rumours, Rioting you fly, 
Nor Broils, nor Battles, pleaſe a M giden' Exe. 


But come ye Furies, and Bellona fierce, 
And as the Conflict rages, fire my . © 
That bloody Wives may ſpare their Husbands Pace, 
Or be expos'd as Mo, thy Bottom was. 
*T was on the hapleſs twenty-1 -ninth of May, 
Oh may all Shrews, for ever weep that Day, . 
That Mor, of loudeſt Scolds, the lawful Queen | 
Bare as a Bird's, thy yery Bum was ſeen, . 
Expos'd to ev'ry Coxcomb round the Court, 
The Object of their Wonder, and their 2 wi 


But Homer in his Verſe firſt gives the Name, 
And then, informs you, whence each Hero came. 


Py *. 


A 
* 
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"ASTE hence ye gentle Maids, hafte hence away, 


{ 169 1] 
The Bard I'll imitate in ev'ry Line, 
But what are Homer's Wars, to theſe of mine, 
Far from the Weſt, our gentle Ronin came 
Of honeſt Parents, tho' unknown to Fame; 
Slight, yet well faſhion'd, was this comely Boy, 
Ruddy his Cheeks, and in his Eyes was Joy; 
His Heart, unvex'd, quite tender, —vex'd, ſevere; 
Fit, for the fondeſt Maiden — or, his Dear, 
His Arm was very aftive, ſtout and ſtrong, 
Steady he drove the azure Blade along. 
Not only that cou'd gentle Rogz drive, 
But Battledores beſides, or aſk his Wife. 
His Wife, who at his Heels was ever ſeen, 
Fierce were her Looks, her Voice was ſhrill, and keen; ; 
Keen as her Eye, which ſingled out her Bon | 
From all tae Court, but oh unhappy Job! 


- — 
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Now quiet Rokkix was not fond of Ale, 
But active Tennis, was the Boy's Nee 
At this he ſometimes play'd, but twas for Health, | 
But play, when &er he wou'd, it was by Stealth; 
For MoLL wou'd come, and interrupt his Sport, 
And roaring drive poor Tonſor from the Court. 
*Till-on the Twenty-ninth, when Moly flies 
At Gentle Ropzin, to — tear out bis Eyes *. 
Deeply entrench'd her Nail, the Savage ſtood, 
And mark'd each Cheek, with running Streams of Blood. 
Nor wou'd this cool her Rage, but ſtooping down 
| She ſeiz'd 4 Battledore, that ſtrew d the Ground; 


»A kind word me had when ſhe was fond of bim. 
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Reſolving at one Blow to make him'fick 
Of Tennis, but her Husband was too quick 
For nimble Ronix caught, between his Knees 
Mor 's Head, which he moſt loviigly did queer, 
Then in, has Ire, be turns up every Thing 
And ſmacks her, till the front and ſide Walls ting.” 
The Court all Iaughs aloud, Mol. e eee | 

| And conqu'ring Rogzin now er fears his _ N 

3 In Memory the Landlord keeps the. Board, 2 

F How ROBRIx n * 2 how MOLLY; rogrd! * 


1 — 


| | If bleſs'd wich Toon, moſt b ra io 
| | Our routed Amazon, and whence her Spring. 
f I'd fay it was in Spite, that ſhe was made 
| A loud, a low bred; brawling, bullying Jade. 
Of all choice matry'd Plagues was ſhe the worſt, 
| Rugged her Face, and in her Temper, curſt; 
Rage in her Heart, the Devil in her Meni, - 
Brutiſh her Accent, and her Phraſe obſcene. 3 
All chis by Birth, by Breeding ſhe u was . 
For Mor. was bred an Evidence and W 
We to the vileſt Dog that ever dy'd, | 
| Witneſs for one, that never ſpoke, but yd. 
If on Occaſion, 3 upon, ſhe'd Wear 
The Seas were dropleſs, and the Rocks were Air; 3 
. Cou'd ſign falſe Deeds to ruin honeſt Men, F | | 
Then bleſs the Day ſhe ever held a Pen; 
Swear Truth was Falſchood, all God's Judg ments, Jokes, 
And that C——s * 8 arid ſhe were neſt Folks. 


L 200 }J - 

Oh, gentle Ronain, why was ſhe thy Bride? 
Why didſt thou lay this Pevil by thy Side? a 
If for thy Sins thou'rt marry*d, thou hadſt more. * 


Than of the wieked'ſt Barbers, : half a Score. 
But if Folks feel their Share of Torment here, 


Heaven is thy own hereafter, never fear, 
And if that can be DOT amy en it dear, 


AE & 


Whilſt "Yo mot certainly wank fink below, 
For what above, ſhe made thee undergo ; IA 

: Where if good Satan lays her on like thee, 
Whipp'd to ſome Purpoſe, will thy Sprunny b; 
Each Laſh, each Stroke, Wilk put thy Spouſe in mind 
Ot us, poor injur'd Folks, ſhe left behind. _ 
- Thro' Hell's Domains ſhe'll feel the whirling Thong, 

As rn che Monſter ki ang. ; 


* e KKK BO NIH 


From CBE W. « 
To my Friend Mr. DAVID HOPKINS, of OxrorD. : 
O H tu poſt nulles memorande, 


Obſerve: the Effes of drinking. Brand! | 
7 Ws muper flammis a Jeeur, 3 


% FS 4 


Hbille ale Jeges bie, 1 

As.the fell off, Mall Wait ll ſick 3 

Et moritur eadem marte, | 
Dane . er ſhe had ſeep Thirty, 
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Sic tres ane feminæ 
But yet from ſuch deliver me; 
Ut fatis viſum fuit fas y 
Got drunk, then took their plirting Glaſs; 5 226% 
Sed dic; nam ſcis, amande frater 4-4 
What ſent them packing, Fire or Water; : 
J—— B—— gui ſemper nos amavit 
That they expir'd in Flames will have it. 
Si Agua, non fuit Aqua Vite 4 3 
The Effect prov'd that, deat Davi 0 by eye. 


N. · x · NOISE M. l x 


On Miſs W*#*DC*#K's coming to foe the 7. ragedy of 
Jane Stioke, at Jacob's Well Theatre, 


S Pzcor laſt Night came to viſit Fane Shore, 
She chear'd up her Heart with here comes Siſter Whore; 


Wo.nevet tan be ſuch contemptible Things, 

Who handle the Scepter, and ſway even Kings. 

A Wag, who obſerv'd how elate was her Pride, 

Thus whiſper'd her Ear, as he tipp'd her aſide : 

Why Pro, doſt imagine there ever could be, 

A Likeneſs between Edward's Darling and thee? | 

No, no, my dear Punk, you're a different Thing, - 

She had but one Lover, and that was a King 
The Matron he forc'd, and then plunder᷑ d her Charms; 
Whilſt you Pzc invite the whole Town to W Arms. 
Reception for Hundreds of Cuſtomers find, 
And write o'er your Door, Come; and e Mankind, 
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To a Count, or a Carman that ſtrips for a Crown 
If he ſhew but the Shiners that Moment you'te down; 


If Jane lay alide, ſoon could Majeſty right her, 
| 185 Cockboat was 1 but you the Town Ow 
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To Two ola MAI D 8, 
Who were much afraid what Man could h " them, 


DIA Lapis, e O24 ot 


OW many Years you've e flung away 
Unbleſs'd—unbleſfing—fair Ones . 
In Oppoſition to the Plan, 

Originally given Man, 

Tho' then in Paradiſe was ne 
Quite odd he look'd without his ſhe. 

For Paradiſe if we believe | 
Ne'er made him happy; 'rwas his . 
And Eve without her loving Mate 
Had thought the Garden wond'rous blate; 
They cuddled in ſome: charming Bower, 
And happy flew each paſſing Hour ; 

.Gop ſaid, encreaſe and multiply, _ 

Won't Ladies be obedient? Why * 

Prudent your Mother was, and =_ 

And yet ſhe Kindly ſhew'd the Way; 


* . 
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Or you had never bleft this Time, 
Nor I been peſter'd thus with Rhyme. 
Why were the Lillies made ſo fair. 
Why does the Roſe perfume the Air? 
Why does the flowing Eglantine | 

His Sweets betwixt the Roſes twine? 

Say, why has Nature made you Fair 

With comely Face and heavenly Air ? 

Wit that ſhou'd ſparkle all arond, 


1 theſe are buried under Ground? 
In vain you wait Mankind's Applauſe, 


Unknown to all but Rooks and Daws. 
Secure from ev'ry mortal Eye 
But his, who at your Feet would die ; ; | 
Or—if ou wilt admit the Rhyme, 
Gladly redeem your miſſpent Time. 


* S OY . 
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| The Ninth ODE of Honor, 
Tranflated into the Somerſotive Dialect 


Vides, ut "att Jer 1550 condidim 


Soracte 
Wie rot che Dick | zee Dundry s Peak 
Lucks like 4 ſhiggard, Motherin-Cake; ; 
The Boughs are ready ta tear with Snaw, To 
And the vrawz 4 Brucks vorget to flaw.  * 


. * EY 
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A zwingen Vrawſt ! why, make more = 2 


Faggot on Faggot heap.— doſt hire? 
Zens we can't make the Chimbly wider, 
We'll help to make it up with Syder. 


Te dubble Jug dvotrt degg thy Fes 


What's all the World whun we be dead; 


Zucks fill the Cup, we'll drownd all Sorrow 
And never thenk about To-morrow. 


' I'm: ſhower he's right, that lives To-da, 

| Wool zeng and dance, and kiſs and pla; 
We muſt graw auld, theaſe Head graw * 
To Pleaſure then a long good Night. 


Now Dick's the Time to mind thy Sport, 
And jovial be the Life that's ſhort ; 

Horſes and Hounds by Da delight. 

And Sau can ery * thy FA - 


2 Whiſper e Tead, ITY 1 lee, 
But her Laf tells thee, where ſhe is; 

In fome dark Corner Dick, ſhe'll lurk. 
A Corner fitting for the Wurk, 


There will ſhe gee. thee all her Charms; 
Thou'lt vind a 'Weleome+to her Arms, 
Perhaps ſhe'll. za ſhe'll make a Naiz, 


Don't mind her, Dick, L nam ber Ways. | ; 


. 
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Struggle ſhe may a. little while, 

Seem craſs, and vor the World, wont ſmile; ; 
She's all thy.own, ſnatch any king — 
And tho? ſhe ſqueeks, you'll have her Ring, / 


Ro Rl Rf A : 


"In civem inſolentem. 


, A US eras, memini, quondam de plebe; nec alter 
| Te minus in tota e urbe fuit. 
Nunc te alium credis, veteremgue baud noſcis amicum, 
Splendidus in T: ria quod ſpatiare toga, 
= Falleris: hanc et ovis, qua tu nunc veſte fuperbus, 
| Ante l nc ad hut eft-aliud, "mſi ovis, 


On a a Sauey Citizen. 


« 


ACK you was once, an hearty, honeſt Fellow, 
That &er drank. Jem, or got ever. mellow ! 
Now ſtrutting in a Coat of Tyrian Dye, | 
Don't know your Neighbours, but for OREN F- 
The Ram firſt wore that very Coat of thine 
Shou'd · Roger's Caſt-off make thee proud, or fine ? 


The Ram is by the Shepherd ſo call'd—etiam, et exinde vetus verbune 
| RoGERARE. 


_ 
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Wer * Eunden. * 


N* 51 nine des id bitten, fue 
Hoc ei, deliras,” Poſthume, amore tun.. 


n 


Ille tam merito: nam quod male ſanus amabat 

Ante quidem id multis cauſa furoris erat. 

At tua non paulo eſt major veſania, aui „ e 
Sed fine rivali, Poſthume, Jolus * ames. 3 5 


4 . . * 1 
5 4 v ”y * = « * 44H 
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On the. fame. - 


Nude not, Jack, if ever you did look 5 
Narciſſus like, in the reflecting Book; 
K But ut this I know, that thou wilt never ſee... 
| Beſides thyſelf, a Mortal fond of thee! 
Beaut'ous: Narciſſus had, a lovely Face! 
Jack, come not nigh the Brink, you'll 8 the Glaſs 
In your Amour, you "Te certain of n 
No hated Rival e'er will thee careſs, 


The more 128 155 your Heer love you 5 
I : ; $8 © 


Ei: wo 4,4 wits 


1 12 ' Leonoram. 


*** 


21 


p 7 c T A tibi ef facies, mendax eft lingua, miknnque 
Aneas annellus, vitrea gemma nitet, 

Quis tibi vel verum credet, Leonora, loguenti, | 

* tui nunquam 155 caret ulla dolo? 


4 ? 


1 . ; \ 
_— 


Upon a Convion ER, 


5 71TH painted Face, falſe en and Rings 
I of Braſs, | e 


Inſtead of Diamonds, Necklace of Glaſs: r 
Shou'd thou ſpeak Truth, none will believe i it, be ? 
Becauſe 22 Part about thee, i is a alye,” 9 2 


£11 


_— 


. 
MNIA quod, Leonora, Patent te vendere, Ache ef ; 


N am faciem, tibi gue cetera _ emis, | 


2 
Upon 1 "Os. 


HE Town that ſays, you all Things mut bs, 
For that beet F TOE; that 5727 the hs buy. 


A amicum gend Pueritum 8 1 


D. cænum ſyſe dit tuns affore dees, oy * 
Dixit ; * vatet e ee hero | 9 


* * 4 


The Epigram parapras 4, 


YE Bard ſaid here he'd ſupp, a auen Blade! 
And only ſaid, for ings 19 his Trade. | 


ed deo deb dener eder cd eder ber ©? 


To my Grand- Daughter. An ErickAM. 


571 PIPULGENT to thy Health, may Maar fair, 

| Maxy, thy Mother, make the,, her early Cares 
Yes early, Cer the; Morning: watch can flee, 
May; her Soul pour her Oraſons forth far the! 
Then riſing with the Sun, my Pratler lead, 
To Avon's Banks, which then ſpall rival Twins; 


1 


There crop the Gold. cups, with thy little Hand, 
Whilſt with dumb Pleaſure ſhall thy PaRENT ſtand, 
To watch thy tott'ring Steps---then pleaſing take £ 
The tiny. Prefents, - thy poor Hand can make: 
But, from thy Hand, theſe Flowers are valued more, 
Than Gor, the wiſe Man's Gift, was heretofore. 
What, tho' the Honey-ſuckledecks thy » _ | 


And, proudly fragrant,” Tears her purple Head, 
Tho' fraught with Honey, yet it cannot be 
Se ſweet! nor half, ſo ſweet, my Child, as Tuer. 


-Þ Kr xnG's MzaD, where The daily walks, abounding with trefdil Graf 
that produces the I 


9 d 


. 


On the Multitude of LAWYERS, 


1 Wonder Wits; Haney ſaid; 
From whence have all theſe Lawyers Bread, "ot 

Quoth Wir, IT wonder'd at the ſame, 

But HARRY, we were both to blame; 

The n more the ge the more the Gans. 


| on a B R A U, 
Who 25 more Care of his Haix, os his Sis 


TNHAPPY Jack! Why ſuch a Clatter, 
About the Outſide of :1& Platter? | 
-- Regardleſs ſtill, how very thin U 
Thy SHALLOW. PLATTER'S bord within, e ö . 
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PLE 2 


The TOVANDEROR: a 


Sbenthtift and a Fool TOM: RAKE, U 

Whoſe laſt Green Acre lay, at abe 
Attacks a Man, of modeſt Note: 
With, Sir, your Father had this Coat. 
The Man teply'd, tis very true 
And I've mW Ender I 1 08 _ - have gout. 


1 


8 P 4; 8 R A M 8. 


nue at B 4TH. 5 | 


To Miſe ER * 8 s KN E, at BxisTol; upon ber ſur- 
priſing Execution, on n vnn. 
\ HAD che greatly troubled King 
25 Felt but the Muſick of thy String! | 
Whoſe Sounds; the Frantick can afſrage, 
Then Saul had heard away his Rage. 
You had revers'd th* ungrateful Dart 


0 irſt cur'd, Ha ſtruck HIM to — 


On the Same. © 


E are told aby the Bards; and Bards by the by 

Were never yet found, to be caught in a Lye, 
of That Troy, which the Ancients did ſo much admire, 
Ne Was built by the Notes of Apollo's Tweet Lyre : 


EF - 
The Stones and the Timber were ſeen there in Races, 
And joſled each other, to come to their Places. 
Had Ci 10 been thefe ſhe had beat him by far, 
And his Godſkip had bow'd, to the Lady's Guitar 3, 


| His Lyre he had laid at her conquering Feet, 
Whilſt be rais'd a Houſe, ſhe had rais'd a whole Street. 


Then haſten fo Barn for no Mortal alive, 
Can finiſh our Circus, but CLto or © Curve. 


© One of the Maſes, whch inſtrument was the Lute, that Is, the 
Guitar. 


6 le was chen reported that the General would finiſh i it. 


ae O dcr ade: dcr Ode: der er Oo eg 


On Six Infants that died before their Mother, 


I the fond Parents Wiſh could ſhackle Fate, 
And give to rip'ning Life, a longer Date; 
Each Child would feel a more extended Woe, 
And ſee thoſe Sorrows, which his Sire muſt know. 
Then happy they, that meet an early Doom, 
Secur'd from Griefs amidſt the ſilent Tomb. 


on the Mother who die directly after, 
And was buried i in the ſame Vault. 


Aa was this Rage, inſatiate Death, of thine ! 
To ſtrip thoſe tender Branches from their Vine: 


1 — — — 
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True, the Tree pines, to ſee thoſe TEMDRIfs fled, 
Withers a while, and looks as if *twere dead: 
Yet with freſh Vigour ſhall ſhe burſt her Tomb, 
Ws - And theſe ſweet Branches all around her bloom. | 


CO A CO AAR ACNENG N 


An Ferrer on Jol Hippiſey, Comedian, 
3 i 13 Proll Heroicks. | 
W HEN the Stage heard that DEATH had 22 poor 


J0HN, 

Vay Commoy her Sables firſt put on: 

LAUGHTER look'd glum, quite pouted —_ HE died; 
il Eg And MIRTH itſelf, tis odd, fat down and cried: 
WIT hung her Blob, ev'n HUMOUR ſeem'd to mourn, 
And _— . making ger his MR 


On Poor NRD 41 Lawyer, 


Who u was a vat murder'd by the Tongue of his gentle Wife. 
An Mrs miferetur neminis? Negater. oY 
4 Do you fay, that Death pity” s no Man? 'Tis falſe, 


y* curs ' with a Scbld, he's a Blockbead that prays 
To lengthen his Plagues, by encreaſing his Days, 
His Pax TT ſoon cackled him down to Death's Door, 

"gy With. Pleaſure he enter d for her Noiſe was no more: 
When dying ſhe whimper'd,—Oh Tpare my Nev's Life ; ; 
But Death ſtruck in Pity,—he had heard of his Wife. 
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. Here lies | 
What was once, WILLIAM Mayes, Eſq; of Gouch Land 
And *Geoditian to his Majefty : 
| Whoſe Skill in the Mathematics, 
And Uprightneſs of Heart, 8 
Entitled Binn to ſet Bounds to his Neighbour's Property. 
He died, lamented in general! 
But in particular by his Widow and Children, 
Who, grateful to his Memory, erefted: this Stone. 


From Death's belentleſt N ſay 3 can fave! | 
Since Virtue, here, and Learning, find a Grave! 

Vain was thy Wife's fond Wiſh, thy Childrens' Sigh; 

The Good, the Great, the Brave, but breathe, and die, 

Ah, whit avails! thatwith a bounteous Hand, 

Thou cou'dſt give Limits to thy Neighbour's Land. 
Since thy ſurviving Friends with Tears muſt ſee 

What ſcanty Bounds Death meaſures out t for thee. 

, * deaferer; 


XXDODOCOCOCOD 


5 . 


on my much-lov d Friend, Mr. Ben. Dobbins. 


Who died. a a Young Man; yet was the Delight of his Ac- 
| quaintance, and the Honour of his Country. 


Ti, Parian Tomb with Bluſhes may expreſs, 
In lying Ling ty : pai 8 Worthineſs: 
% ee e f 
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Thy boneſt Stone, ſhall this ſad Truth convey, 

The beſt belov'd, is ſooneſt call'd away! _ 
Full ſhort, but full of Honour was thy Span, 
Thou tender Huſband, and thou worthy Man. 


"On. A Many srernzus, 


Who died June 15, 1757- Aged 653. 


O Nature” 8 Tree, and on 2 happy Spray, 
Juſt ſo, does fome rich Fruit, pnperiſh'd play, 
In Seventy-two, a Bloſſom fair i it ſtood, 
In Fifty-ſeyen, the Fruit was ripe, and good. 
 Honqur'd with Age, may thy ſucceeding Shoots 
Be happy in their Bloſſoms and their. Fruits, 


4-2 90 Ht 
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On Mrs. Ro w IL AN D. 


Who was Happy in her Mind, and Lovely in her Perſon : 
but died very young. 


— - Al Fleſh i is Graſs, and the Beauty there as the Flow- 
19 7 er of the Field, © 


AD reſtleſs Time, whoſe TR is each Hour, 
Paus'd but a while, and gaz'd upon this F lower : 
In Pity he had turn'd his Scythe away, 
And left it blooming to à diſtant Day: 
But ruthleſs he mow'd on, and this, alas! 1 
I 0oo ſoon fell wich ring with the common Graſs, 
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i 
03 n Young Widow, 


F ever Innocence deſerv'd a Tear, 
Stop, gentle Paſſenger, and drop it here. 
Here ſweetly ſleeps, but ſnatch'd too ſoon from Life, 


A Pattern fair, for Maiden, Mother, Wife. 
May weeping Friends that ſhall approach this Grave, 


| Thoſe Virtues imitate, Tears cou*d not fave. 


G- SH · G- G · GH S- G 
On a Fam ous Backſword Player. 


For chirty Years remarkable for bearing away the Prize from 
other Countries to his own; for his Courage, his Strength, 
his Dn; his Adtvity, and his Honefty. 


REA DE 7 
Here lies, 

Unnoticed from the common Clay, 
THOMAS HUNT, 
Whoſe Skill in the Weapons, 

And matchleſs Reſalution, 
Shall reflect an Honour to his Poſterity. 
He was Honeſt, and Brave, 
But conquer d, ſubmitted to Nature's Tyrant, 
May the Twenty-ninth, 


[ 126 ] 
Hap but his Lot in Life ſuperior been; 5 
Had he, or BaTTLEs, CAurs, or Sizes ſeen; 
His QAR TER-Srarr, had to a Taunengon, turn'd, 
And ſome more lofty Verſe his Yalour mourn'd ; | 


Proud Pyramids had rais d him to the Skies, : 
Ando this Mumble Stans ſaid,—HFRE HE LIES, 


e eee elle 


On a Gentleman who col lected many Monu- 
mental Inſcriptions. | 


OFT by the ſilent Grave, I, once, did tread, 


Mus'd on the ſhort Memorials of the Dead : 
Thou too, peruſing this, muſt lie ſupine, | , 
Whilſt others read ſome Errrars of thine, 


The Beauty and Force of Vnaniiry, . 


(For which we are much obliged to Mr. Prræ, the kind 
Father of his Country) i is ſhewn | in the two follow- 
ing FABLES. 


Concordia parue res creſcunt 
Et cara ef concordia F ratrum. 


F. ABLE 1. * the Court, 


N Tos of Yore a Grecia cor, 
9 About to quit this buſy Stage, 

Thought proper, cer he clog'd his Eyes, 
To give his hilar bis Advice : 


Obſerve that 8 you be, 

You'll thrive as long as you agree, 

Union's Effect is plainly ſeen : 

George, Nep and fetch a Faggot in; 

Come, now ſnap it acroſs your Knee, 

No, 'tis too firong, you cant, you ſee ! 

They ſtrove, they tugg'd and try'd all round, 
Safe is the Faggot, whilſt *tis bound : 

But looſe the Band, then' ſingly pick 

This Oaken Bundle, Stick by Stick; 
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Wich half the Striving Fm ado, 
Ho eaſy is it ſnapp'd in two! L 
Be warn d my Sons, whate'er's hs Weather, 
Remember that you hang together, / 


Hioſetwtolnoooonate G ende deere 


Fans II. To the Country. 


Fou Bulls, that graz'd the Foteſt Side, 
Wete by an hungry Lion ſpy d. 
Who dreadful yawn'd arid writh'd his Tail, 
But durſt not all the four aſſail: 
Had he attack d them all together, 
They'd whirl'd him, doubtleſs, who knows whicher- 

But when he caught them, one by one, 
How eaſily the Work was done. 
Wanting their mutual Aſſiſtance, © 
Slaughter'd they fell, without Reſiſtance. 

But we, who know our Union's Good, 
Defy the Lions of the Wood; 
Nay, ſhould two come, from France or Spain, 
Our Bulls would toſs them back _ 
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The Vicar of BAA T, in | Somer ſetſhire : 

Or, The BaTT's Diſappointment, written in 1754. 

A FABLE. 

N Times of Old, as Poets fag, . 
The Beaſts had made their Lion, King. 
The Birds the Royal Eagle choſe. 

And both reſolv'd to come to Blows. . 

Neither had Tuſtice on their Side— 

What was their Quarrel then ? —*'Twas Pride. 


Strange, that ſuch honeſt Things ſhou'd be 
As reſtleſs, and as proud as we 


But ſo it was; they march'd, they met, 
And in Arty the Battle ſet. 


Oh were I vers'd in? Epick Song, 
I'd tell how bloody, and how long 
They fought ; and each their Heroes paint, 
But my poor Colours ate too faint ! 
How did the yawning Beaſt aſſail 
The Eagle, that wou'd ne'er uin Tail. 
The Vulture tore the Unicorn, 
_ Unmindful of his dreadful Horn. 


15 5 — 130 ] 


But tho I can't deſcribe you that, 
PI! ſhew the Maxis of the BAT T. 


This prudent Batt, Sorin did al 
The juſt Advantage of his Mate, 
Which is half Beat, and half a Foul, 
Strange Mixture of the Mouſe and Owl. 
For thus thought he, if I am taken, 
By changing Sides, I fave my Bacon. 
So to the Eagle firſt he fl ,p, 
With,—< King of Birds! my Heart $ with you, 
A truer Fowl did never fly, ba 
« For you I'll conquer, or I'll die!” 
He'll keep his Word, if they ſucceed, 
But who will for the Vanquiſh'd —_— 


At firſt the Quadrupeds ſeem'd beat, 
The Bait was plum'd at their Retreat; 
Courage my Bird! they run away : 
Yearly well triumph on this Day. 

But on again the Lion flies 

And in each Paw an Eagle dies. 

At this the Honeſt Batt turn'd Tail, 

And tack'd about again his Sail. - 

Swift to the Lion's Standard fled, 

And baſely to him bow'd his Head. 
Boldly took on as Volunteerd 
But plac'd himſelf deep in the Rear: 
For Fear the Birds again advance, 

For who can tell how Darts may glance. 


31 1 
His Heart Ai flutter'd, ſo tis ſaid, 
As heretofore. Lord Stanley's did, 
Who was engag'd with either Houſe, _ 
An Owl juſt now, and now a Mouſe. 
Juſt were his Fears, the Eagle flies 
To Battle with his freſh Supplies ; 7 
The freſh Supplies make them retreat, 
And 1 in his Turn the Lion' 8 beat. 


The Batt, who to avoid the Hands 
Of his deſerted, angry Friends, 


— . 
— — — 
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The chearful Sun again ne'er ſees, _ . i 
But ſkulks in Caves, and hollow Trees 5 : b 
Aſham'd to ſhew his Traytor's Head U 
Till Birds and Beaſts are gone to Bed. | 1 
The like, may ſuch vile Miſcreants do 1 
Who trim, and eee Sides: like a. | 

COC OC C e 0 D DCD | 

"The Fox, the 1 and the Barr. 

Humbly infrib'd to three R — Rabbies. 13 
Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa Was Wy . | i | 
Ter pure lefto poterunt recreare libellb. Who. — \ 
Know, there are Rhymes, which freſh andfreſh apply'd, BY 
Will cure the arrangſt ***** of his Pride.  . —_—_ 4M 


Wu at Daun of Day, 
Returning from Purſuit of Prey, 


— 


. ä 
A Fox, moſt wond'rous * * Ae 5 
A ſtary'd, ank Ferrat met. 


f er od 
Why, bleſs 2 3 2 my Eyes, 11 E. 
As ſtarting back, ſhrewd Reynard cries! 
No, no, ſtill ſtaring, can it be; 
13 Why, Ferret !—ſure 1 it is not thee? _ 

i 0 If *tis, do tell me what can mean 
| Thy looking thus, Sui, ſtarv'd and lean 
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A Batt, who nigh in querpo nat. KID 24d 0 
Lay ſaug, and heard the whole Debate. 9 80 L 
lf Intent the Converſe to improve WER, HI £0 18 _ 
= - To his own Uſe, fo A he move. Werte 


” =, „„ ; * ' 
% * V, . * 6 « * V 
t ; þ 


Then ETON up Vw below Side 
With Air; the bony Venain eds n oe 
Bleſs thee, good Reynard, plump and ſleek, 8 | 
Pue had no Reſt this many a Week; 1 5 
Conſcience and Care have kept me mkieg! - 
Why Couſin! I'm in a piteous taking. | 
=—_ Well may the Vulgar make their Sport 
A Of us, poor Prudges of the Ct, 85 gs 
=_ -. To ſee us fawn, and exinge, and bows... 
EE: Nov hither run, now thither row : 
=_ To ſee us ey'ry. Motive trying, 
_ \=— Of Soothing, Canting, Raving, rns, | 
| Perſuading all i is Good and True 1 
1 — That C "1s boys or Commis a. 
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Slaviſhly then their Spittle lick; 

As meanly now jump o'er a Stick. _ 
Dog like, to pleaſe them, fetch and bring; 
Change Proteus like, to ev'ry Thing. 
But what Reward for all this Toil? 


The Plague ws have, and they the — 


V 


Unhappy Vermin! Reynard cry'd, 
Thy Parts are ſurely miſapply'd.; 
Active and buſy thou haſt been, 
So gaunt thou'rt naught but Bone and Skin; 
So ſunk thine Eye, ſo pale thy Face, 
Folks cry, a Ghoſt ! and fly the Place: 
Whilſt I, thy Fellow-helper here, | 
Am ſleek as Mole, and fat as Bear. 


J find that they neglect the Merit 

Of th'ever reſtleſs, rambling Ferret: 
Pray what's Three Hundred Pounds a Year, 

For ſuch a Slave as I am here; 3 | 
I wrote a Line the other Day 

To Mr. Place, with—Sir, I pray 

Weigh well the Service I have been 

Expecting to be made a D-——n: 

Inſtead of that, Confuſion ! Shame! 

A Bill of Five and Twenty came. 
With Rage I wrote the CO =r back, 

It was not that did Ferret lack; 

No! let them keep ſo mean a Bribe 

I came not of ſo low a Tribe. 
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The Fox here cry d, — well done old G 
And ſent him back, 2 1 fay, the my 20 


Fer. Nol honeſt Bow; de dern B 
He's inops mentis, qui reſpuit. 


Fox. Hear, Vermin, hear thy waining Fate, 


And from that Day thy Ruin date: 
Thy Sordidneſs hath ſpoil'd thy riſing, - . 
From hence thou'rt hardly worth deſpiſing. 


The Batt mean Time in lonely Cell, 
Silent attends to wliat befell ; 

Mark'd the old Fox's wiſer Role, K 
Blam'd Ferret as a ſimple Fool: 
Now ſpreads his Wings, began to fly. - 
Ofer the bleek, barren Down of Leigh. 
Reſolv'd to quit the rural Shade, 
Pr—b—nd at leaſt, or D- 


—n be made: 


And travel on thro” thin, and thick, 
Till ſettl'd in a B=ſh—p—ck. * 


. 


E 


Scree DSDS DCN 
c II ILIITILEIL TIS, Ss 
To the ingenious AUTHOR of 4 late PAMPHLET, 
moſt unf ndly calculated fo Inj ure the Reputation of an 
Ngenious, mode eft Man. | 


1 


1 Envy is a Mark of Merit, as it MPT is, the 

Gentleman fo ill · naturedly pointed at in that un- 
5 mannerly Pamphlet, has too much, for the Peace 
of his Enemies. And whilſt he is happy in the publick Eſ- 
teem, neglects with Pity, the poor Author's malicious Trea- | 
tiſez and cooly refers him to n for the cure of his 
Malady. 5 


Azour,——how many Years ago 
Tell me, Chronologers, you know 
When firſt, Inanimates did walk? 
Anvils converſe, and Sledges talk? 
For in that Time, there liv'd a Greek, 
Who knew right well what each did ſpeak. 
Quite convex was this learned Sage, 
That is, he bent, but not with Age; 
And yet, tis thought, he had again, 
Ten Times more Senſe, than older Men. : 
To do him Juſtice Im not able: 
But as a Sample, take this Fable. 


1 


LY 
I INS 
— * * 


mY 1 501 
Ws il The ViIrkR and the Filz. Kot 


85 1085 ſeeking fone Repaſt, 3 5 
* Came to a Blackſmith's Shop « at laſt, 
Where wrigling up and down a while, 

Y He found a ſolid cutting FILE, 

At this he flew, wou'd eat it up; 

But, gently, Sir, the FILE cries,—ſtop. 1 
Then with Compaſſion, kindly ſaid, 

I with, my Friend, you'd better Bread: 
In vain you chew, too plain you ſee, 
Tou hurt your Teeth, you hurt not r me. 


Believe there has been more Noiſe made about building 
this ſingle Bridge at BarstoL, than there has about erect- 
ing both in London. But the grand Thing 1 to be diſputed 


is, whether a Man can throw-a Bridge acroſs the Avon, with- 


out being Maſter of the Forty-ſixth Problem of Euclip. 


This, the Cavillers ſtuck at; ungenerouſly and unjuſtly 


preſuming, that Mr. Bzivozs had not made ee, the 
Mathematicks his Study, * 


—_ 


But to ſet the crifling 888 right, I make them a 
— Preſent of the undet- written Epigram. 


* Erie AA to | the. Pamphlcteer. : 
ELL me, good Sir, why all this Rout? = 
And this Snarling * 4 What. Abou? 


11 ̃ ᷣ ͤ ... ñðòVd ß ⁵—o]⁰˙¹ .. 
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. Muſt he be Conjurer, or Witch, 

That throws a Bridge acroſs a Buch 

Thy Wooden Pamphlet makes me laugh, 
* Who rais'd the beauteous Bridge of 7 off * 
4 ” An honeſt, unlearn'd Cambrian did, 

Who ne'er one Page in Eucl ib read: 
| Yet Ages ſhall this Building ſee, 
_ When: . lies e with thee, . 


% 1 * £000, Ab. 


"6666 


5 pc Das that 1 Readet ſhould ed the following 


Fragment, (for one Part of it is loſt) I am oblig'd to pre- 


miſe, that I Was happy enough to be educated in the Gram- 


mar School in Briſtol, under Mr. Carcorr, a Gentleman 


quite calculated for the Buſineſs. For his Capacity was 


great, and his Labour equal to it. Now, notwithſtanding 


Lam well aſſur'd, every Scholar had Juſtice done him, I 
ö thought my ſelf in a particular Manner oblig'd to him; this 
Affection and Reſpe&; as I grew up, increas'd, and after 
my firſt, Trip to Oxford, I ran eagerly to viſit him; but in 


the Way, one of my old School-fellows put into my Hand 


an Advertiſement, to this Purpoſe. That Sa Muzl 
Cuff who was well vers'd in the k 
r This worthy had os Honour of being expelbd Jeſus- College, and 
was matriculated by the Name of Floyd. In London, he chang'd it again, 


and went by the ves of 7. Sato Now I would not ill- naturedly re- 


flect on this Gentleman's Family, but from the Anecdotes we have from 
the Old Baily, the F OOF of the ALIAS! , is a moſt iini one. 
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and with 9 ſpoke the living ones, had vs 'N 
Boarding School, on St. MichaePs-Hilt, with every Conve- | 
niency ; where he was to do Wonders. Such as making 


his Pupils write the French, the Spaniſh, the Portugveſe, 
and the Italian, to whoſe Courts he had been; and in his 


Way had frugally pick d up their Language. But the Time 
in which he was to do it, was as extraordinary, viz, in two 
Years. One wou'd have imagin'd, the improbability of the 
Thing wou'd have been againſt him; but the Sons of Traf- 


ck, at that Time of Day, little conlider'd that. For no 


ſooner was-his Academy (as he call'd it) open'd, than his 
Beds were full, -and my worthy Maſter's in a Manner'empty. 
This honeſtly enrag'd/ me; nor could I reſt, *rill with ano- 
ther School- fellow, we mer with him in 2 Coffes-Houſe; 
where artfully engaging him in a Diſpute, in Regard to the 


Claſſicks, we found him a meer Quack; upon which P wrote 


the following Advertiſement, to put the Impoſtor i in a proper 


Light. Now if it does not ſhew'my Wit, it does at leaſt 


my Gratitude, which J had much rather have conſpicuous. 
As to the Exordium of the Humourous and Bombaſt Oration 
of Walths van Clatterbank, if you "EINE" 1 the e 
N is a cloſe hl 


be Qu ack SCHOOL - MASTER, 
In. Invitation. of the Quack Doe TOR, 


 OADEN with Sciences, deep fraught with Arts, 
From fam'd Eutopic's very diſtant Parts, 
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I the learn'd Waltbe'Didaſcalo came; | 
Not for your Silver, or to ſwell my Name 
But Pity; *twas pure Pity brought me here 
To leaden Mortals, as will hence appear. 
Among the Great, my Name did ever ſhing 
Doctor Subtiles deck d the ſparkling Line, 
And Erra- Pater, Grandſire was of mine. 
Twelve Univerſities adorn'd by me, 
Will bare my Glory to Poſterity. 
Twice Two-and-fifty Kingdoms have 1 en 
Where'er old Phæbus travel'd, I have been! 
I till purſu'd him, in the ſelf fame Town, 
Where he put up his Chariot, I lay down. 
- But one more fam'd, he never could my br 
| Or wich * ridings: or his letting 4350 


ft to a Minds, freſh Vigour you require 


Here, here's my Box of neat Promethæan Fire; 


One Grain of this, will make the dulleſt Cit 
Diſdain his Apron, and ſtart up a Wit. 
The Mayor of Beſma, had been long confin'd. 
With a ſevere Impediment of Mind, 
With this my ſkilful Hand, did I oppoſe 
But one half Drachma, to his Worſhip's Noſe, 
In half a Moment's Time, or let me ** 
He chought as fluently as you or IJ. 
Hence, Gentlemen, it plainly does appear 

The only ſovereign Remedy is here. 

1 i a * 


* 
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Nor dy to gray Heads my Med'cine's due, 
My Box is | foy reign for the Greene one e 


When leaden Maſter Fackey Wies Def bolts 
Was took from worthy CaTcorT's fruitleſs Carty. 14 
Renown'd by my Advertiſement, I'm fought, 1037 
To me the ſenſeleſs, dangling. Child was n „0 
I praiſe his Mien; I run each Feature oder, 
And find ſuch Parts, as ne'er was found before; 
Then Virgil, to the gaping Boy I brirg, 
Hear, Fackey, hear, the Muſe of Mantua ſing. 
But leaſt all Latin ſhould be too ſevere 
For me to read, or the poor Boy to hear, 
In good Puff-Paſt, I ſhew the. Walls of Troy, 
And : Arma, Arma, cries. the.eager Boy: . 
From Street, /tq Street, his buſy Weapons fly, 
Till ravaging of Troy, deſtroys the Pye. 1-38 
Bleſs'd Thought; for ſure theſe Lads are 8 bred 
Who well digeſt the Lefbores PL, _ 8 

The W le of . Globe, is next our prong 400 11 
But leaſt large Spheres ſhould make ay cas fare, 
I lily introduce a Pair of Balls 
Of the ſame Paſte I made the * Walls. 
Well lin'd with Apples, as was Troy with Men, 
Jack ſmiles, then turns his Head, and ſmiles again. 
Look ye, quoth I, this butter'd Dumplin here 
Doth'fitly repreſent the ſhining Sphere, 
CY, * A Knife and Fork, 


1 


Where thus the glittering Sugar I diſplay, 
Remember that's, my Boy, the milky Way. 
Here ſtands Orion; there's the Dragon's Tail, 
And where I ſtick this Fork, the Twins prevail, 
' Fack ſays, with Eaſe he comprehends the Whole, 
Then learnedly gnaws on, from Pole to Pole, 
Parts or no Parts, by me theſe Feats are done; 
Carcorr ny teach, but I'Il inſpire your Son. 


| Now drink, my Boy, this Bumper of rich Wine, 

*Twill make thy Judgment, and ray Fancy, ſhine ; 
One Glaſs of this, will wind up ev'ry String, 
More than 4 Quart of the Pierian Spring: 

Set but a Flaggon of it in the Sun, 

And ev'ry Muſe, from Helican will run 
As Bees to Hydromel expos'd, they'll fly 
From every Quarter of the trackleſs Sky. 

*Twill tune thy languid Soul, till thou ſhalt fing 
Happy Britannia, and her happier King. 
Tm ſure, my Boy, whate'er I ſay is true, 

Great's this Invention ! and it is as new. 

For you muſt know, that in this Caſk of mine, - 

The Odes of Horace, lie infus'd in Wine! | 
Soon to thy Head, the pregnant Steam ſhall riſe, 

And thine, like His, ſhall touch the very Skies. 


Here, bring me Ovid next, that Bard I burn, 
And into Smoak, his Muſe of Fire, I turn. 
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Down, Fackey, down, hang o'er the Smoke thy Head, - 
*Twill make thy Fancy light, that once was dead. 
The Foree of Fumigation's very plain; 
It clears, it comforts, and aſſiſts the Brain. 

It wapms the frigid Moiſture of the Skull, | 
And makes that ſparkling, which before was dull. 


Now gape—and gulp this won'rous little Pill, 
It ſooth's the Paſſions, and ſubdues the Will: 
It's Oil from Epic rExus coldly drawn, 
As great a Sage, as ſome of ours in Lawn. 
If written in the Volume of thy Fate, 
That loud, and querulous, ſhall be thy Mate; 
Let but her * Os Hyoides paſs this Pill, 
Her Clamour ceaſes, for her Tongue lies ſtill, 
Old Socrates had bleſs'd it, had he ſeen 
The ſtrange Effect, on his loquacious Queen. 


| My Juvenal 2 manage WY enough; 

Here, take one Leaf, and grind 1 it into Snuff. 
Well manufactur'd, levigated fine 
No Leaf - Tobacco beats this Leaf of mine. 
Acts on the Nerves ſo ſtrong, you'll ſneezing ſee 
It beats your Straſburgh, or your fam'd Rapee. 
Shall like a Sewer, this Cephalic drain, 

And dry, and healthy, leave thy wat'ry Brain. 


i A moral Philofopher whoſe Precepts were contain di in two Words 
BEAR and Fox BEAR. 


* The Bone in which the i is inſerted and la Y FEY 4 like 
the Upcilon of the Greeks. PA) 
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The Misnnrns of W A R. 


By Mr. T. 8. 
Paus campis atque Neptune ſaver 
fuſum eſt Britanni Sanguinis. Hos. 
3 Nobis pax Alma veni. Trnvz, 


Pax optima rerum, 


Quas homini noviſſe Datum eſt; pax una, triumphis 


Innumeris * — Sir. Ir. 


1 * *RTILL malt the Martial Banner. be diſplay 'd, 


3 "op" * And War profane the Muſe's ſacred Shade? 
KA Still the ſhrill Trumpet's clangor Sound army, 


And Europe, fir d by Diſcord, ruſh to Arms? 8 


Thou dire Deſtroyer, War ! whoſe dreadful Way 

Is mark'd in Blood, Mankind thy ſanguine Prey 

By whom Earth's nobleſt Empires are defac'd, 

And more than half Creation's Self laid waſte : 
Pray'rs, Tears; are vain; gay Youth and filver'd A ge 
All fall ſad Victims to thy fatal Rage. 1 
Smote ſore by thee. in vain the Nations groan _. 
Their Temples, Tow'rs, and Palaces oerthrown ; 
Nor can the Refuge of the peaceful Grave 

The Duſt of Princes from Pollution fave : 
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| = What tho? the Night has ſeal'd the Lids of Care 
| 4 55 And in a ſhort Oblivion lull'd- Deſpair, EI: 
| The glowing Orbs of burſting Bombs diſplay, 
Trails of bright Horror thro' th aerial Way, 
Deſcending then with big Deſtruction fall 
l E On ſome devoted City's hapleſs Wall; | 
= - Ihe ſpreading Flames in curling Wreaths aſpire, 
« And Tow'rs and Temples fink in Floods of Fi ire. 
Her blooming Youth oppoſe their dauntleſs Breaſt 

In vain,—they fall by Multitudes oppreſt ; 

Not all the Tears of venerable Age 

Can ſtay the haughty Victor's ruthleſs 3 : 

Vain is alas! the Virgin's plaintive Pray'r, 

The. lovely Spoil but animates the War. mes: ak 
By Thee, O WAR ! was Cod. lite Troy O erturn' d, 
Her Chiefs, her Hector fell, her City burn'd; 5 
Condemn'd to drink the bittꝰreſt Dregs of F. ate, 

Old Priam fell amidſt his falling State: 

What Sons at Cannz ſorrow-ing Rome ſurvey'd, 

By thee, hurld headlong to th* eternal Shade? 

What countleſs Hoſts by Marſhal F ury fir d, 

Where fell the firm devoted Chief, expir'd ? 

By thee Britannia mourns her Heroes ſlain, 

Urg'd, ah too virtuous ! to the enſanguin'd Plain, 

At Minden's Field what blooming Warriors fell 

And bade the World, in Flow' r of Youth, farewel. 
Accept, ye gen'rous Shades! a tender Tear, 

(The melting Tribute 8 Soul fincere ; m__ 
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Who not for Fame, or r Conqueſt met the Foe ; 

Who drew the Sword for Peace, for Peace who bent the Bow: | 
Pee —Dove- ed POW! in Merey pitying hear r | 
| | The mourning Widow's, the ſad Orphan's Pray'r, - 1 

With Bleſſings on thy Wing, from Heav'n deſcend, : "I | 
| And o'er the World thy Olive Wand extend: | Il 
Commerce ſhall flouriſh THEN, while India pours il 
To Thames, the Tribute of her wealthy Shores; | I 
Then Abion's Sons no more the Sword mall wield, 8 > 
But peaceful till their patrimonial Field, Hh 
While golden Harveſts, nodding o'er the Plain, 
Shall bleſs the Labours of the toiling Swain. 
The Swain, then feſtive, innocent of Soul, 15 
And full of Talk ſhall drain the ſocial Bowl; 
Or, devious wand'ring i in the conſcious Grove, 
Tell the ſoft Tale, and pour his Soul in Love: 
| Science onee more ſhall rear her drooping Head; 
The Muſe returning, greet the Laurel-Shade; 
| The Bard ſhall wake the Lyre, or raiſe the Song, 
| 
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To ſing the Bleſſings that to thee belong: 3 
Oh Peace — Thy lovely Pow'r, with ſpeedy Wing, 
| Faſt'ning from Heav'n, thoſe happy Moments bring. 
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5 Moninta to Putroer ts. 


INC Language never can deſcribe my Pain, 
> > How can I hope to move, when I complain? 
| Yet ſuch'is Woman's F renzy in Diſtreſs, I 

We love to plead, tho' hopeleſs of Succeſs, | 

Perhaps affecting Ignorance, you'll ſay, 

From whence theſe Lines; whoſe Meſſage to convey ? at 
Mock not my Grief, with that feign'd cold Demand, 
Too well you know, the hapleſs Writer's Hand. 

But if you force me, to avow my Shame, 

_ Behold then of cheers with Monimia $ TION, 


£3711 


Loſt to the World, abandon'd ad: forlori, © 43 5 IT 
Expos'd to Infamy, Reproach, and Scorn. Ke 
To Mirth and Comfort loſt, and all for you, 

Nay loſt perhaps, to your Remembrance too. = 
How hard my Fate, what Refuge can I tr? 
Weary of Life,—and yet afraid to die. 


Of Hope, the Wretches laſt Reſource bereft, 
By Friends, by Kindred, by my Lover left. 
To theſe Reflections, each flow waining Day, 
And each revolying Night, a conſtant ah 
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Think what I ſuffer, or ungentle 1 
What Madneſs dictates, in my fond Deſpair, 5 
Grudge not this ſhort Relief, too faſt it flies, 


Nor chide that Weakneſs, I myſelf deſpiſe. - wx. 
For ſure one Moment is at leaſt my due, 


Who facrific'd her arr of Life for you. 


Without à Frown, this Farewel then receive, 
For *tis the laſt my fatal Love ſhall give. 

Nor wou'd I this, if Reaſon cou'd command; 95 
But what Reſtriction reins a Lover s Hand, 


Nor Prudence, Shame, nor Pride, nor Int'reſt ſways 


The Hand implicitly the Heart obeys. 


Too well this Maxim has my Conduct ſhown. 


Too well that Conduct to the World is known. 
Oft have I writ, and often to the Flame 5 
Condemn'd this after-witneſs of my Shame, 

Oft in my cooler recollecting Thought, 


1 Thy Beauties, and my Fondneſs half forgot. 
(Ho ſhort thoſe Intervals of Reaſon's Aid) 


Thus, to myſelf, in Anguiſh have I ſaid. 


Thy vain Remonſtrance, fooliſh Maid give o'er, 
Who acts the Wrong! in vain that Wrong deplore. 


Then ſanguine now again, deluſive Reign, 
And form thee Melting, as I tell my Pain! 
If not of Rock thy flinty Heart was made; 


Nor Tygers nurs'd thee in ſome deſart Shade; 


Let me at leaſt, thy cold Compaſſion prove, 
That flender Suſtenance to greedy Love 
1 
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Is Nature ſo Zee en in thy Heart, 
That not one Spark remains to take my Part 
No one repentant Sob, one grateful Sigh, 

Thy Breaſt unruffled, and unwet thy Eye! | 
Thou cool Betrayer temperate A 
Thou nor Remorſe, nor human Thought can n feel, 


Nature has form'd thee of the rougher Kind, 
And Education has debas'd thy Mind. 


Born in an Age when Fraud and Guilt prevail, 
When Juſtice ſleeps, and Int? reſt holds the Scale. 
Thy loofe Companions, a licentious Crew, 
Muſt to each other, as to us, untrue, 

Who Chance or Habit fix, but rarely Chojce, 
Not leagu'd i in Virtue, but! in ſocial 1 
Who indigent of Honour, or of Shame, | 
Glory in Crimes, which others bluſh to name ; 
But right or wrong diſdaining to be, mov'd, 
UnprincipI'd unloving, and unlov 3 


Theſe are the Leaders of = blinded Youth, 
Twas theſe Seducers caught thee from the Fryth, 
Whoſe ſcurril Jeſt Solemnities prophane, 
Or friendſhip's Band, or Hymen's ſacred Chain. 
Morality as Weakneſs they upbraid, 

Nor e'en revere Religion's hallow'd Head. 

Alike they Spurn divine and buman Laws, 
And treat the Honeſt, lixe the Chriſtian Cauſe. 


[ 149 J 
Curſe on that Tongue, whoſe vile pernicious Art 
Delights the Ear, but to corrupt the Heart : 
That takes th* Advantage of a chearful Hour, 
When weak*ned Virtue bends to Nature's Pow'r; 


And wou'd the Goodneſs of the Soul deface | 
To ſubſtitute diſhonour in its Place. 8 | 


With ſuch you looſe the Day with falſe Delight, 
In lewd Debauch you revel out the Night. 1 
Oh fatal Commerce to Monimia's Eaſe, _ 
Their Arguments convince, becauſe they pleafe. 
Whilſt you for Reaſon, Sophiſtry admit, | 
A Wander dazled in the Glare of Wit: 5 5 
That gilds the Wrong depreicates the Right, 
And hurts the Judgment, whilſt it feaſts the Sight. 
That in a Priſm, to the deluded Eye 
Each pictur'd Trifle, takes a Rainbow dye. 
With borrow'd Charms the gaudy Proſpect glows 
But Truth revers'd the faithful Mirror ſhews. 
| Inverted Scenes, in bright Confuſion lie, 
And Lawns impending ſhade the nether Sky : 
No juſt, no real Images are met, 
But all the ſhining Viſion is Deceit. 


Ofr I revolye in this diſtracted Mind 
Each Word, each Look, that ſpoke my Lover kind; 
But oh how dear their Memory I pay! 


What Pleaſures paſt, can preſent Cares oy? ? 
Of all I love for ever diſpoſleſt ! 


Oh what avails to think I once was bleſt ? 3 
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Tho' no Return my warmeſt Wiſhes gar; 


He to the Wretch, tho” not the Miſtreſs kin: 

Nor whilſt I count my melancholy n 

Forget twas Love and Thee, chat wrought my Fate. 

Without Reſtraint, habituated ei 5 

The Paths of Pleaſure, can I bear the Change » 

Doom'd from this World, unwilling I retire, - 

In Bloom' of Life, and warm with young Defire. | 

Inſtead of Roofs with regal Splendour gay, 
Condemn'd in lonely Wilds to drag the Day. 

Where Beaſts of Prey, maintain their ſavage Court, 
Or human Brutes, the worſt of Brutes reſort. 

Vet, yet, this Change I could unſighing ſee, 

For none I mourn, but what I find in thee. 

There center all my Woes, my Heart eſtrang d, 

I weep, my Lover, not my Fortune chang' d. 

Bleſs'd with thy Preſence, I cou'd all forget, 

Nor gilded Palaces, in Huts regret, 1 

But exil'd thence, ſuperfluous is reſt, 

Each Place the ſame, my Hell's within my Breaſt, 

To Pleaſure dead, and living but a Pain, | 

My only Senſe, to ſuffer and complain, 


As all my Wrongs diſtreſsful I repeat, 
Say, can thy Pulſe in equal Cadence beat? 
Canſt thou know Peace ; is Conſcience mute within? 
That upright Delegate of ſecret Sin | = 
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Hard Diſpoſition 4 unequal Fate, 
Mix'd are our Joys, and tranſient are their Date: 
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Nor can Reflection bring them back again, 

Vet gives an after Sting to ev'ry Pain. 

Thy fatal Letters, Oh immoital Youth! . 
Thoſe perjur'd Pledges. of fictitious Truth, 
Dear as they were, no ſecond Joy afford, 
My cred' lous Heart once leapt at ev'ry Word. 
My glowing Boſom throb'd with thick heav'd Sighs 

And Floods of Rapture ruſh'd into my Eyes. 

When now repeated (for thy Theft was vain) . 

Each treaſur'd Syllable my Thoughts retain. | 
Far other Paſſions rule, and different Care, | 5 
Tears are Grief, my Tranſports are as mags 5 


Why doſt thou mock at Tyes of conſtant Love? 
But half the Joy the Faithleſs ever prove. 
Ihey only taſte the Pleaſure they receive, 

\. When ſute the Nobleſt is in thoſe that give. 
Acceptance 1s the Heaven which Mortals know, 
But ' tis the Bliſs of Angels to beſtow. 

Oh emulate (my Love) that Taſk. Divine, 

Be thou that Angel, - and that Heaven be mine. 

Yet, yet relent, yet intercept my Fate : 

Alas II rave, and ſue for new Deceit. 

Firſt vital Warmth ſhall to the Dead return, 
Eier Love extin& ſhall with new Ardour burn. 


O that I dar'd to act a Roman's Part, 
And ſtab thy Image in this faithful Heart; 
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Where rivited to Life, ſecute you reign 
A cruel Inmate Tharp'ning ev'ry Pain. 
But Coward-like irreſolute I wait | 
| Time's tardy Aid, for dare to tuſh on F ate: 
Perhaps may linger to Life's lateſt Stage, 
Survive thy Cruelty, and fall by Age. 
No!—Grief ſhall fwell my Sails, and ſpeed me et 
(Deſpait my Pilot) to that quiet Shore, 
Where I can truſt, and thou betray no more. 


Might 1 but once again behold thoſe Charms, 
Might I but breaths my laſt in thoſe dear Arms ; ; 
On that lov'd Fate to fix my clofing Eye, | 
Permitted, wen 1 might not live, to die. 

My ſoften'd Fate I wou'd accuſe no more; 

But F ate has 50 ſuch Happineſs if Störe. 


Tis paſt, "Lis done} no Gleani bf Hope behind, 
When I can ** be Falſe nor thou be — 


Why then this Care, 'tis weaks tis vain, e 
At that laſt Word, what Agonies I feel! 
1 faint, I die remember I was true — 
* *Tis all 1 ak—————axally adieu. 
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